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Firft    Lines    of  each    Hym  n. 


a 

Hymn  pigC 

125  A  Charge  to  keep  I  have  -  -  -  -  125 
"244  XJL  A  dawn  of  hope  my  foul  revives  -2:41 
223  A  form  of  >words,  tho'  e'er  fo  found  -  -  223 
140  A  thoufand  foes  prepare  to  waT  <w  -  -  140 
91  Ah!  Lord,  how  faithlefs  is  my  heart  -  88 
^40  Ah!  lovely  appearance  of  death     -\\r  *     320 

357  Ah!   what  can  1  do 341 

317  Alas!  and  did  my  Saviour  bleed  -  -  -  295 
221   All  hail,  incarnate  God    ------  221 

296  All  glory  and  praiie -     -    277 

291  All  praife  to  the  Lord -    273 

106  All  ye  that  pais  by     -------     ^3 

207  Almighty  God  of  truth  and  love  *  -  *  207 
214  And  is  it  yet,  dear  Lord,  a  doubt  -  -  214 
344  And  let  this  feeble  body  fail  -  -  -  -  325 
312  And  now,  my  foul,  another  year     -     -     -    289 

208  And  will  the  Lord  thus  condefcend  -  -  208 
104  Arife,  my  foul,  my  joyfulpowYs  -  .  -  101 
124  Arife,  my  tend'reft  thoughts,  arife  -  -  -  124 
2,88  Arife,  my  foul,  with  wonder  fee    -     -     -     271 

119  Array 'd  in  mortal  flefh 118 

127  Awake,  and  ling  the  fong  -----  12$ 
308  Awake,  my  foul,  and  with  the  km  -  -  285 
362  Awake,  ye  faints,  and  lift  your  eyes    -     -  347 
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Firft    Lines    of  each    H  y  m  n. 


A 
Hymn  pjge 

I25  A  Charge  to  keep  I  have  -  -  -  -  125 
^44  ijl  A  dawn  of  hope  my  foul  revives  -  241 
223  A  form  of  avoids,  tho'  e'er  fo  found  -  -  223 
140  A  thoufand  foes  prepare  to  waT  *  -  -  140 
91  Ah!  Lord,  how  faithlefs  is  my  heart  -  88 
^40  Ah!  lovely  appearance  of  death     -     -  -     520 

357  Ah  !   what,  can  I  do -     -341 

317  Alas!  and  did  my  Saviour  bleed     -     -  -     205 
221   All  hail,  incarnate  God    ------  221 

296  All  glory  and  praile    ------.277 

291  All  praife  to  the  Lord     ------    273 

ic6  All  ye  that  pais  by     -------103 

207  Almighty  God  of  truth  and  love  *  .  .  207 
214  And  is  it  yet,  dear  Lord,  a  doubt  -  -  214 
344  And  let  this  feeble  body  fail  -  -  -  -  325 
312  And  now,  my  foul,  another  year     -     -     -    289 

208  And  will  the  Lord  thus  condefcend  -  -  208 
104  A  rife,  my  foul,  my  joyful  powYs  -  •  -  10 1 
124  Arife,  my  tend'reft  thoughts,  arife  -  -  -  124 
288  Arife,  my  foul,  with  wonder  fee    -     -     -     271 

119  Array 'd  in  mortal  flefh 118 

127  Awake,  and  fmg  the  fong  -----  125 
308  Awake,  my  foul,  and  with  the  fun  -  -  285 
362  Awake^  ye  faints,  and  lift  your  eyes    -     -  347 
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iv  INDEX     to  the 

B 

.Hymn  >  Page 

73  Be  with  me3  Lord,  where'er  I  go     -     -    -  69 
178  Before  Jehovah's  awful  throne     -     -     -      179 
234.  Believers  own  they  are  but  blind     -     -     232 
232  Befet  with  fnares  on  ev'ry  hand     -     -     -     230 
156  Blefs,  O  my  foul,  the  living  God-     -     -155 
250  Blefs'dbe  the  Eather,  and  his  love     -     -     244 
84  Bleffed  are  the  fons  of  God     ------    80 

262  Bleft  are  the  fouls  that  hear  and  know  -  250 
371   Bleft  be  the  dear  uniting  love      -     -     -     -  356 

370  Bleft  by  Jefu's  providence 355 

352  Blow  ye  the  trumpet,  blow  -  -  -  —  335 
141  Brethren,  let  us  join  to  blefs  -  -  -  -  142 
235  By  whom  was  David  taught    -    -     -     -    -  733 


83  Children  of  Ifrael,  fee  what  (hade     -  -  79 

132  Children  of  the  heav'nly  King  -  -  :  13a 
324  Christ  the  Lojid  is  ris'n  to-day  -  -  303 
246  Ch  rist's  own  foft  hand  {hall  wipe  your  tears  24s 
177  Chriflians  in  your  fev'ral  ftations  -  -  -  178 
zS*  Come,  deareft  Lor d,  defcend  and  dwell     -  266 

166  Come,  defcend,  O  heav'nly  Spirit 166 

269  Come,  guilty  fouls,  and  flee  away     -     -     23:5 

179  Come,  heav'nly  love,  infpire  my  fong     -     180 

330  Come,  holy  Spirit,  heav'nly  Dove     -     -     310 

233  Come,  hcly   Spirit,  come     -----     231 

256  Come,  holy  Ghoft,  fet  to  thy  Teal     -     -     247 

57  Come,  let  us  join  our  chearful  fongs     -     -    53 

71   Come,  let  us  all  unite  to  praife     -     -     -     66 

265  Come,  O  thou  univerfal  good    .    -     -    -  252 
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Hymn  m  Page 

360  Come,  Lord,  and  warm  each  languid  heart3 4 5 

Jci   Come,  O  my  foul,  and  fing 281 

225  Come,  thou  bleft  Jesus,  quickly  come     -     225 

12  Come,  thou  Almighty  King 12 

128  Come,  thou  font  of  ev'ry  bi effing     -     -    -    127 

337  Come,  thou   long  expected  Jesus     -     -     317 

4  Come,  fmners,   to  the  Gofpel-feaft     -     -     -     5 

1    Come,  ye  finners,  poor  and  wretched     -     -     1 

9  Come,  ye  iinners,  come  to  Jesus      -     -     -     i/> 

117  Come,  ye  that  love  the  Lord      -     -     -  —  116 

219  Come,  weary  fouls  with  fins  diftrcft     -     -    219 

272  Confirm  the  hope  thy  word-allows     -     -     258 

D 

37  Dear  Lord,  attend  my  pray'r     -     -     -     -     ",4 
1 1.5  Dear  refuge  of  my  weary  foul     -     -     -     -     114 

270  Dear  Lord,  accept  a  fin ful  heart     -     -     -     256 

157  Deicend  from  heav  11.  immortal  Dove     -  -    156' 
192   Deferters,  to  the  camp  return     -      -     -     -    193 

87  Difciples  of  Christ/-     ------     84 

277  Difmifs  us  with  thy  ble ffing,   Lord      -     -      263 

365   Does  it  not  grief  and  wonder  move     -       -  3:0 

Doxologies  -  3^(h3^o 

306  Dread  Sovereign,  let  my  evening  fong     -  -  2B4 

271  Drefs  uniform  the  foldiers  wear     -     -     --   257 

E 

*6j  Elijah's  example  declares     -     -     - •    -     -     253 

158  Encouraged  by  1  iiy  word      -     -     -     -      -     157 
305   Ere  I  i\ecy-  ':or  ev'ry  favour     -----  283 

©5-  Eternal  fource  of  joys  divine     •     -     -     -     -  6f 
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Hymn  Page 

2-20  Faith  adds  new  charms  to  earthly  bills     -     220 
1  70  Far  from  our  thoogrifjs.  vain  world,  begone      :  71 
197  Far  from  t-hefc  narrow   icenes  of  night     -     19$ 
£79  Father,  before  we  hence  depart     -     -     -     264 
283  Father,  God,  who  fee'ft  in  me     ...     267 
146  Father,  how  wide  thy  glory  fhines     -     -     147 
22  Father,  1  ft  retch  my  hands  to  thee-    -     -     -    21 

90  Father,  if  thou  my  Father  art     •     -     -     -     87 
298  Father  of  mankind     --------  279 

29  Father  of  mercies,  in  thy  word     -     -     -     -     27 

a.67  Forth  in  thy  ftrength^  OLord,  we  go     -     353 
101   From  thee,  my  God,  my  joys  fhall  rife     -    -  98 


92  Give  to  our  God  immortal  praife  -  -  -  8q 
260  Glory  be  to  God  on  high,  Flallelujah     -     249 

15  Glory  to  God,  who  gave  the  word  -  -  -  15 
309  Glory  to  thee,  my  God,  this  night  -  -  286 
368  Glory  to  thee  our  Chrift  be  given,     -      -     353 

32  God  of  my  falvation,  hear  -----  29 
143  God  of  all  confolation^  take  -  -  -  -  .  144 
j  48  God  of  all  grace  and  majefty  -  -  -  -  ^9 
289  God  of  all-redeeming  grace  -  -  -  -  -  272 
222  God  is  King,  ye  lands  rejoice  -  -  -  -  222 
273  God  moves  in  a  myfterious  way  -  -  -  258 
195  God  of  my  life,  thro' all  my  chy3  -  -  -  196 
268  God  gives  his  mercies  to  be  fpent  -  -  -  254 
161   Grace,  'tis  a  charming  found     -     -     -     -     16* 

31  Great  Go d,  indulge  my  humble  claim  -  29 
202  Great  God  of  wonders,  all  thy  ways    -     2,0 


Firft  Line  of  each  H  y  m-n.         vir 


Hymn 
35  Ground,  O  ground  me  on  the  Lamb     - 
j  1 6  Guide  me,  Othou  great  Jehovah     -     - 

K 


Page 


246 


254  Had  I  ten  thoufand  gifts  befide     -     - 
81    Hail,  Alpha  and  Omega,  hail     -     -     -     -     7$ 
70  Hail,  thou  once  defpifed  Jesus     -     -     -     -     6; 

328  Hail,  the  day  that  fees  him  rife  -  -  -  307 
60  Happy  the  heart  where  graces  reign  -  -  5b 
53  Hark,  my  foul,  it  is  the  Lord     -     -     -     -     49 

334  Hark  the  glad  found,  the  Saviour  comes    -  313 

335  Hark,  the  herald-angels  ling  -  -  -  -  -  314 
349  He  comes,  he  comes,  the  Judge  fevere  -  330 
1-2.3  He  is  a  God  of  fov'reign  love  -  -  -  -  123 
303  Help  us  to  help  each  other,  Lord  -  -  282 
193  Here  at  thy  crofs,  my  dying  God  -  -  -  194 
247  He  that  hath  made  his  refuge  God  -  -  242 
*$i  Holy  Lamb,  who  thee  receive  -  -  -  -  15* 
326  Hofanna  Prince  of  light  -  305 
341    Hofanna  to  Jesus  on  high 322 

67  How  bled  are  they,  whole  feet  have  found  63 

75  How  can  we  adore  -  -  -  -  7l 
239  How  glorious   the   Lamb     -----     238 

58  How  heavy  is  the  night  -  -  -  -  54 
191  How  happy  is  the  chriftian's  ftate  -  -  193 
339  How  happy  the  forrow ful  man  -  -  -  -  3l9 
239  How  long  fhall  Death  the  tyrant  reign  -  344 
259  How  oft  have  fin  and  Satan  drove     -     -     249 

24  How  fad  our  ftate  by  nature  is  -  -  -  -  22 
255   How  ftrange  is  the  courfe  that  a  chriftian  mud 

fleer 246 

210  How  vain  are  all  things  here  below     -     -     210 
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H)mn  Page 

2^4  I  am,  fcith  Christ,  tne  way  -     -     224 

353  I  afk'd  the  Lord  that  I  might  grow  -  -  336 
212  I  hate  the  tempter  and  his  charms  -  -  -  212 
134  I  long  to  behold  him  array'd  -  -  -  -  133 
79  Jehovah  reigns,  his  throne  is  high  -  -  -  75 
182  Jefus,  Lord,  we  look  to  thee  -  -  -  -  183 
286  Jefu,  dear  redeeming  Lord  -  -  -  -  269 
oj  Jefu,  friend  of  finners,  hear     -----     30 

34  Jefu,  Jefu,  King  of  faints 31 

6  Jefu,  lover  o£  my  foul     -------;> 

-27  Jefu,  Redeemer,   Saviour,  Lor  d7     -     -     -     25 

78  Jefu,  thy  blood  and  righteoufnefs     -     -     -     74 

leg  Jefa,  we  thy   promife  claim     -     -     -     -     159 

-320  Jefu,  we  hang  upon  the  word     -     -     -     -     308 

56  Jefus*  I  love  thy  charming   narme    -     -     -     52 
•  ;-   Jeius,  thou   evcrlafting  King     -     -     -     -     226 

?;3  jefus.  knit  all  our  hearts  to  thee     -     -     -     26-t 
107  Jefus  myall  to  heav'n  is  gone     -     -     -     -   105 

64  Jefus,  the  Saviour  of  my  foul     -     -     -     -     60 

149  Jefus,  thou  art  my  righteoufnefs     -     -     -     150 
j 27  Jefus,  thou  everlafting  King     -----  220 

'^.94  Jefus,  invites  his  faints         -  275 

V23  Je^uSr  wk°  dy'd  a  world  to  fave     -     -     -  -    302, 

1  i 8  Join  all  the  glorious  names     -     -     -     -     ~  ll7 

354  Joy  is  a  fruit  that  will  not  grow     -     -     -     337 
547  In  a  world  of  fin  and  forrow     -     -     -     -     3*& 

321  Is  there  a  thing  beneath  the  Iky     -     -     -     299- 

K 
152  Kind  is  the  fpeech  of  Christ  our  Lord     -  152 


Firft  Line  of  each  Hym  n         ix 
L 

Hymn  Page- 

no  Lamb  of  God,  we  fall  before  thee  •  -  107 
284  Lamb  of  God,  for  whom  we  languidi  -  267 
3  Let  ev'ry  mortal  ear  attend  -  -  -  -  -  3 
369  Let  God  the  Father  live  -----  354 
2.63  "  Let  me  but  hear  my  Saviour  fay  -  -  -  251 
181  Let  party  names  no  more  -  -  -  ~  -  182 
82  Let  us,  the  fheep  by  Jefus  nam'd  •  -  -  -  78* 
180  Let  worldly  minds  the  world  purfue  •  -  -  181 
237  Let  us  love,  and  fing,  and  wonder     -     --    23;. 

23  Light  of  thofe  whofe  dreary   dwelling     -     21 
351   Lo  !  he  comes  with  clouds  defcending     —    333 
350  Lo  !  he  cometh,  countlefs  trumpets     -     -     332 
241   Lo!    to  the  hills  I  lift  my  eyes     -     -     -     -  239  > 
226  Long  did  my  foul  in  J esu's  form     -     -     -     225 
14  Long  have  we  fat  beneath  the  found     -     -     14 
300  Lord,  help  us  on  thy  love  to  feed     -  -  -     -    280 
J  89  Lordj  how  myfterious  are  thy  ways-    -     -      191 
j 55  Lord,  all  I  am  is  known  to  thee     -     -     -     154 
51    Lord,  I  wou'd  fpread  my  fore  diftrefs     -     -     46 
50  Lord,  I  am  vile,  conceiv'd  in  fin     -     -     -    -  45. 
38   Lord,  if  thou  the  grace  impart     -     -     -     -     35 
285  Lord,  how  divine  thy  comforts  are.    -     -     268 
ic8   Lord,  and  God  of  heav'nly  pow.rs-  -     -  -  iog 
150  Lord  Jelu,  when,  when  fhall  it  be     -     -     -150 
j  20  Lord,  avenge  thy  tempted  faims     -     -     -    -   ».  20 
374  Lord,  difmifs  us  with  thy  bleffing,     -     -     3^8 
1  o  Lord,  we  come  before  thee  now     -     -     -     -  1 0 
114  Love  divine,  all  love  excelling     -     -     -     113 
215  Lord,  what  a  wretched  land  is  this     -     -     215 
252  Lord,  'tis  a  pleafant  thing  to  (land      -     -     24 
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Hymn  page 

"204.  Miftaken  fouls,  that  dream  of  heav'n     -     204 

28  Mod  righteous  God,  my  doom  I  bear     -     -  26 

6f  My  God,  the  fpring  of  all  my  joys  -    -    -     57 

102  My  God,  my  life,  my  love     ------     99 

5-05  My  God,  my  portion,  and  my  love     -     -      102 
in  My  Lord,  how  great's  the  favour     -     -     109 
248  My  GoDymy  King,  thy  various  praife     -     243 
203  My  God^  permit  me  not  to  be     -     -     -     -  20.3 

147  My  hiding-place,  my  refuge,  tow'r     -     -     148 
160  My  Maker andmy  King     ------   16b 

257  My  riling  foul  with  ftrong  defires     -     -     -    248 

88  My  Saviour,  my  almighty  friend  -     85 

23^   My  Saviour's  pierced  fide     -----     229 

346  My  foul,  come  meditate  the  day    -     -    -     327 

N 

188  Naked  as  from  the  earth  we  came  -  •  190 
307  No  farther  go  to  night,  but  ftay  -  -  -  285 
175  No  more,  my  God,  Iboaftnomore  -  -  176^ 
1 26  Not  all  the  blood  of  beafts  -  -  -  -  125 
72  Now  begin  the  heav'nly  theme  «•  -  -  67 
7  Now  may  the  Spirit's  holy  fire  -  -  -  -  g 
174  Now  to  the  Lord  a  noble  fong  -  -  -  175 
196  Now  by  the  bowels  of  my  God  -  -  -  197 
843  Now  in  the  heat  of  youthful  blood     -      324 

O 

85  O  come,  thou  wounded  Lamb  of  God    -    -  82 
144.O  come,  let  us  join  -------     145 

55  O  deareft  Leap,  give,  me  an. heart    -    -    51 


Firft  Line  of  each  Hymn.         xi 

Hymn  Pa?- 

99  O  dear  Redeemer^  who  Aone      -      -      -      96 

30  O  for  an  heart  to  love  my  God     -      -     -    28 

96  O  for  a  thoufand  tongues  to  ling     -.-•;".-,.  98 

167  O  !  for  a  glance  of  heav'nly  day     -  •   -     -16 

171  O  for  a  clofer  walk  with  Goo     -      -      -      171 

231   O  for  an  overcoming  faith     -----    230 

331   O  for  a  fweet  infpiring  ray      -     -     -     -     3.11 

13  O  God  of  wifiom,  God  of  might     -     -     -     13 
80  O  heavenly  King     --------76 

318  O  !    If  my  foul  was  fornvd  for  woe     -     -     2  c 6 
86  O  Jefu,  Jefu,  deareft  Lord     -      -     -      -      8> 

109  O  Jefus,  everla&ing  God     -     -     -     -     -     io'5 

135  O  Jefu,  our  Lord         -         -         -         r     to\ 
295  O  Jefus,  my  hope     -------     o7g 

26  O  Lord,  to  whom  for  help  I  call     -     -     -    24. 

154  O  Lord  my  God,  whofe  fov'reign  love     -     153 

89  O  love,  thou  bottomlefs  abvfs     -     -     -     .      £0 

113  O  love  divine,  how  fweet  thou  art     -     -     112 

299  O  let  thy  love  our  hearts  conftrain     -     -     280 

44  O  my  Lord,  what  mull  I  do  -  -  -  -  40 
20  O  Sun  of  right  eoufnefs, .  arife  -  -  -  -  19 
36  O  thou,  whofe  tender  mercy  hears  -  -  -  3^ 
40  O  that  the  Lord  wou'd  guide  my  ways  -  37 
49  O  thou  that  hear' ft  when  fmners  cry  -  -  444 
69  O  thou  in  whom  the  Gentiles  truft  -  -  64 
95  O  thou  tender  loving  Jesus     -      -       -       -     93 

145  O  thou  holy  Lamb  divine     -     -     -     -     -     j^S 

45  O  that  my  load  of  fin  were  gone     -     -     -     41 

46  O  what  mall  I  do  my  Saviour  to  praife  -•  -  42 
130  O "what  mall  I  do  to  retrieve  -  -  -  -  129- 
aoo  O  that  we  knew  the  fecret  place     -     -     -     2cb 

§8*  Of  him  who  did  falvation  bring    ...     64  . 
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361  Oft  as  the  hell  with  folcmn  toll,     -     -     349 

41  Oft  haft,  thou,  Lord,  in  tender  love  -  -  3& 
I22  Of t  I  reflect  upon  the  grace     ...     -     122 

39  On  thee,  O  God  of  purity  -  -  -  -  -  36 
8  Qnce  more  we  come  before  our  God  .  -  9 
280  Once  more  before  we  part  -  -  -  -  •>  264 
243  Our  God,  how  firm  his  promife  flan  (is  -  240 
302  Our  lives,  our  blood  we  here  ^refent  -  -  s&t 
292  Ou?  Shepherd  alone      -     -      -     -     -     -     274 


327  Pleas'd  we  read  in  facred  ftory     -     -  -     306 

103  Plung'd  in  a  gulph  of  dark  derpair     £  -     io° 

332  Praife  be  to  the  Father  giv'n     -     -     -  -     312 

276  Precious  Bible,  what  a  treafure     -     -  -  262 
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63  Rejoice,  the  Lord  is  King     -      -      -  -     59 

173  Rejoice  evermore          -  173 
240  Rich  grace,  free  grace  mod  fweetly  calls     239 

J31   Rife,  my  foul,  and  ftretch  thy  wings  -  -     130 

C04  Rife,  my  foul,  adore  thy  Maker     -     -  -     282- 


355  Safely  thro*  another  week 33S 

266  Salvation,  O  the  joyful  found      -     -     -     252 

93  Saviour,  I  do  feel  thy  merit  -  -  -  -  90 
190  See  how  rude  winter's  icy  hand  -  -  -  192 
^15  See,  my  foul,  with  wonder  fee     -     -     -     292 

48  Shew  pity,  Lord,  O  Lord,  forgive  -  -  44 
336  Sin  has  a  thoufand  treach'rous  arts     -    -     235 
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25   Son  oj*  God,  thy  blcfling  grant     -     -  .    -  ~  -  23 

316   Sons  of  men,  behold  from  far     -     -      -     -   204. 

338  Sovereign   grace  has  power  alone     -     -     318 

142   Stay,  thou  infulted  Spirit,  flay     -     -     -     -    143 

242  Still,  O  Lord,  our  faith  increafe     -     -     -   239 
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54  Sweet  was  the  hour,  the  minutes  fweet     -     50 

183  Sweet  is  the  mem'ry  of  thy  grace     *     -     -   184. 

T 

297  ThankfuTfor  our  ev'ry  blefling  ...  278 
42  The  one  thing  needful  that  good  part     -     -     38 

356  The  church  a  garden  is  -  -  -  -  -  330,. 
4"  The  voice  of  my  Beloved  founds  -  -  -  43 
62  The  Saviour  s  love  once  truly  known  •  58 
66  The  prom ife  of  my  Fathers  love     -     -     -     6a 

ico  The  glories  of  my  Maker,  God-     -     -     -     97 

112  The   defpiied  Nazarene     -     -     -         -  110 

184  The  fouls  that  wou'd  to  Jesus  prefs  -  -  185 
187  The  fountain  of  Chrift  -  -  -  -  188 
1  76  The  Lord,  my  fhepherd  and  my  guide  -  177 
^87  The  Lord,  how  glorious  is  his  face  -  -  270 
313  The  Lord  of  earth  and  fky     -     -     -     -     293 

18  The  Lord  of  life  and  glory  (lands  -  -  -  '7 
206  The  Lord  is  kind  in  all  his  ways  -  -  -  2*6 
245  The  law  commands  and  makes  us  know  24  1 
228  The  great  Jehovah  reigns     -  -  -        227 

274  The  moon  has  but  a  borrow*d  light     -     -      £^9 

j  9  The  Saviour1  calls,  let  ev'ry  ear    f     -     -     1 3 
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325  The  Sun  of  righteoufnefs  appears    -     -  -  304 

345  Thee  we  adore,   eternal  Name         -  -  326 

358  There  is  aland  of  living  joy,     -     -     •  -  343 

363  There  is  a  land  of  pure  delight     -     -  -  348 

163  There  is  a  houfe  not  made  with  hands  -  163 
162  There  is  a- fountain  fiird  with  blood  -  -  161 
261  This  God  is  the  God  we  adore  -  -  -  250 
281   This  day  the  Lord  of  hofls  invites     -  -  265 

21    Thou  hidden  love  of  God,  whofe  height     20 

52  Thou  God  of  glorious  majefly      -      -     -     47 

77  Thou  dear  Redeemer,  dying  Lamb     -     -     74 

98  Thou  only  fov'reign  of  my  heart     •     -     *     95 

129  Thou  fhepherd  of  Ifrael,  and  mine     -     -     128 

172  Thou  only  fource  of  true  delight     -     -     -  172 

2 93  Thou  very  pafchal  Lamb      -  -         -     275 

216  Thou  whom  my  foul  admires  above      •      216 

164  Tho'  ftrait  be  the  way  -  -  -'  164 
94  Throughout  the  Saviour's  life  we  trace     -     91 

249  Thy  word,  O  God,  fupports  my  faith  -  243 
258  Thy  piercing  eye,  O  God,  furveys  -  -  248 
333  Thy  people,  Lord,  have  ever  found  -  -  312 
218  Thy  prefence,  Saviour,  may  I  feel  -  -  218 
169  'Tis  falfe,  thou  vile  accufer,  go  -  -  •  170 
319  'Tis  finifh'd,  the  redeemer  faid  -  -  -  297 
348  'Tis  finifh'd, 'tis  done         -         -  -         329 

310  To  day  God  bids  the  faithful  reft  -  -  .  287 
153  To  God  the  only  wife         -  152 

201  To  our  redeemer's  glorious  name  •  -  -  201 
290  Together  with  thefe  fymbols,  Lord  -  -  272 
2*13  To-morrow,  Lord,  is  thine  -  .  .  -  213 
165  To  thee,  my  GoDy  I  hourly  figb  -  -  -  165 
£75  To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghoft,    -    3.59*36*-' 
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17  We  are  a  garden  wall'd  around     -     -     -  17 

11   We  magnify  thy  grace,  O  Lord     -     -     -  ii 

366  Welcome,  thou  well-belov'd  of  God,     -  351 

372  Welcome,  welcome,  blefled  fervant,      -  357 

217  What  jarring  nature  dwells  within     -     -  217 

!33  What  difPrent  pow'rs  of  grace  and- fin     -  132 

l£Q  What  fha.ll  we  render  unto  thee     -    -     -  139 

194  What  (hall  I  render,  O  my  God     -     -     -  295 

336  What  good  news  the  angels  bring     -     -  315 

342  When  blooming  youth  is  fnatch'd  away     -  323 

121  When  with. my  mind  divinely  prefl     --   -  121 

43  When,  gracious  Lord,  when  fhall  it  be     -  39 

136  When  I  furvey  the  wond'rous  crofs  -  -  135 
138  When  all  thy  mercies,  O  my  God     -     -     -  138 

185  When  daxknefs  long  has  veil'd  my  mind  186 

186  When  I  can  read  my  title  clear  -  -  -  187 
251  Where  are  the  mourners,  fays  the  Lord.  244 
314  While  with  ceafelefs  courfe  the  fun  -  -  291 
361  While  on  the  verge  of  life  I  ftand  -  -  346 
311  When,  O  dear  Jesus,  when  fhall  I  -  -  288 
373  With  all  thy  power,  O  Lord,  defend     -  358 

16  With  heart  and  lips  unfeigned     -     ...     16 

59  With  joy  we  meditate  the  grace     -     -     -     55 

97  With  all  my  pow'rs  of  heart  and  tongue     -     94 

322  Who  hafch  our  report  believed     -     -     -  300 

137  World  adieu,  thou  real  cheat  -  -  -  -  1 36 
2 1 1  Why  does  your  face,  ye  humble  fouls  -  2 1 1 
320  Why  do  we  mourn  departing  friends  -  298 
209  Why  is  my  heart  fo  far  from  thee  -  -  209 
2&5  WbyrO  my  heart,  thefe  anxious  cares    •  205 
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264  Why  fhou'd  I  doubt  his  love  at  laft  -     251 

253  Why  was  I  made  to  hear  thy  voice  -      245 


275  Ye  lambs  of  Christ's  fold      -     -     -  260 

74  Ye  fervantsof  God          -         -         -  -      70 

168  Ye  fouls  that  are  weak         -         -  -       168 

6  Ye  weary  wanderers,  draw  near  -       -     7 

199  Ye  humble  fouls,  complain  no  more  -      199 
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238  Zeal  is  that  pure  and  heav'nly  flame     -     237 
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ft* HE  'Invitation,     -     -     -     I — 6,17,19 
At  the  Opening  of  Worfhip,     -  -  7  —  12 
Reading  cr hearing  the  Scriptures ,     -     -    13 
UnfruitfulAefs,     --.--.-14 
Before  fpeaking,     -     -     -     -     -     -     1 5,1 6 

Defring  the  Dhine  Prefence,     -     -     -      1  ? 
Panting  nfter  Gvd,     ------    20 

AP  ray  erf  or, and  Power  of  Faith,  2 1 — 23,220 
Mercies  applied,     -     -     -     -     -     -24,  25 

Spiritual  Barrennefs,    -     -     -     -     -     -20 

The  Excellency  of  the  Scriptures ,     -     -  -  27 
For  a  clean  heart,      ---.--28 

Longing  after  God, 29 

The  pdor  Sinner,     -     -     -     -     -     -29,30 

To  Jtfus  Chrift,     -     31,64,66,151,227,267 
Ab fence  from  God,    -     -     -     -.    -     33? 34 

Meeknefs  and  Humility,     -     -     -     -     -    3  5 

Breathing  after  Holinefs,     -     -  "57 

Preventing  Grace,     -     -     -     -     -     38,161 

A  Siftner*s  Prayer,     -     -     -     -     39,40,69 

Jfifo  Preffure  of  Sin^ 41 
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An  humble  Hope,      -     -     -     -  ,    -     42>85. 
The  Voice  of  Chrifi,     -     -     -     -     -"43*4^ 

Humiliation, 44 — 4  6 

For  Serioufnefs, 47 

The  Day  of  Efpoufals, 5° 

The  Petition, 5 l 

Chrifi  precious  to  a  Believer,     -    -     -     52 
Praifing&  adoring  Cbrifi,53,93,i42*l4-5>l4-6 

Chrifi  our  JVifdom, -     54 

Chrifi' s  Companion  to  the  tempted,     -     -    55 
Love ;  Chrifi' s  univerfal,  -     -  -  56,58,112 
jL/g-£/  fin  Darknefs,     ------     57 

T£<?  Believer's  Requefi  and  Hope,  -     60,12$ 
Defiring  Affurance  of  God's  Favour,    -     61 
The  new  Covenant  fealed,     -     -     -    -     62 

Chrifi  our  only  Refuge,     -     -     -     -     63,64 

Redeeming  Love,      -      -      ----67 

TV  Deum,     - -      -      71 

LWtfr  Temptation,      ------     72 

C£n/?  war  £T<^/  Melcbifedec,     -     -     -     74 
(3/*//?  £?/r  Right eoufnefs,      -     -     -     -     74 

gfe  Greatnefs  andGoodnefs  of "Godtf  5,76,184 
Dejiring  Perfeverance,     -----      7° 

Striving  to  praife  Chrifi,     -     -     -      "7° 
Refiing  under  the  Crofs,     -     -     -     -     -    79 

Privileges  of  God's  Children,     -     -    81—84 
^  Pr*jw  /S?r  Gratt,     -     -     -     -  -  88,240 

Creation  and  Redemption,     -     -     -     -     89 

yf#  /^/)/ry  Moment,     ------     9° 

Confidence,      -      -------     94 

£//*  W  &*/*#  10  Gfrrj/?  */*»*>     -     95>96 
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Univerfal  Praife-,  -  -  -  -  -  975ioo 
A  divine  Rapture,     ------98 

God  all  in- all j 227,99,214 

Protection  from  Enemies  -  -  -  -  101 
God  our  only  Happinefs,  -  -  -  -  102 
Faith's  Claim,     -     -     -     -     -     -     -     103 

The  Way  to  Canaan*,     -     - 105 

Praife  ye  the  Lord,     -  -     -     -     -    --      106 

Chrift  the  Believer's  allr    -     -     -     -     107 

Hitman  Weaknefs  owned,     -    -     -     -     109 

Exulting  in  Chrtft, -     no 

God  the  only  Refuge  in  Trouble,     -    -     114 
Chri/l  a  fure  Guide,     -     -     -     -     -     115 

Heavenly  Joys  on  Earth,     -     -     -     -     116 

The  Offices  of  Chrift,     -     -     -     117 — 120 
The  Sinner  converted,     -      -     121,122,241 
Faith  in  Chrift  our   Sacrifice,    -    -     -     125 
Ebenezer,      --------     127 

Longing  after  Chrift,     -     -     -     -     -      128 

Chrift  withdrawn,     -     -     -     -     -     -129 

The  Pilgrim's  Song,     -     -     -     -      130,131 

Flefh  and  Spirit,     ------       132 

The  Beatific  Vifion,     -     -     -     -     -     -   133 

Crucifixion  to  the  World,     -     -     -     -      135 

Farewel  to  the  World,     -     -     -     -    -136 

Gratitude, -138,139 

To  the  Holy  Ghoft,  -  -  -  -  143,166 
The  Chriftiarfs  Expectation,  -  -  -  144 
God  glorious,  and  Sinners  faved,  -  1 47 , 2  49 
Thy  Word  is  Truth,      -----     -     148 
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Pleading  the  Covenant,  ----- 
:GocVs  Omniprefence,  -  -  -  '  -  -  - 
$banksgivwz+     -------- 

Sight  of  God  and  Chnfi  in  Heaven,  -  - 
The  Beggar,      ------- 

God  our  Greater  and  Benefactor,     -  - 
Breathing  after  heavenly  Things,    -    1 65, 
The  fiony  Heart,     ------ 

For  thine  is  the  Kingdom,     -     -     -     - 

idi     -----      170, 

Drfiring  u  know  and  kve  Chrift  more, 
Rejoin  eve -more,     --.-_- 
Glory  and  Grace  in  CJcrifi,     -      161,175, 
The  i  ^berd,      -     -     -     - 

The  Relative  Duties,     -     -     .     -     - 

rig  and  Gbriftian  Love  -    180 — 
"Tribulation,      ------      185, 

Trials  overcome  by  Hope,     -     -     -     - 

Siibwijfwn  to  Providence,     -     -     -     - 

8  heMyfieriesvf Providence,  i£Anfwer,  9 1 , 
flw  Happincfs,      -     -     -     -      -     - 

Backftiders  returning,     -     -     -     -  206, 

Safety  yffcfcr  //><?  CWy},     ----- 

Public  Thanks  for  private  Deliverance, 
Praife  to  God  through  the  whole  of  our 
Exijience,     -     -     -     -     - 

Brotherly  Love,      -      -     -     -     -     - 
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The  prcmifed  Land,     -     -     -     -     -     ig% 

Happy  Poverty,     -     -     -     -     -     -    -   j  99 

Sins  and  Sorrows  laid  before  God,     -     -  200 
Prcife  to  the  Redeemer,      -     -     -     -     201 

The  pardoning  God,      -----     202 

Heavenly  Afpirations,     -     -     -     -     -     203 

A  living  and  dead  Faith,     -     -     -     -     204 

•Trufi  in  Gcd  in  Difficulties,     -     -     -     205 
A  Prayer  for  a  new  Spirit,      -     -     -     207 
The  Heavenly   Gueft,     -     -     -     -     -     208 

Weaknefs  bewailed,     -     -     ~     -     -     -209 
The  Danger  of  Creature  Comforts,     -     210 
Uns  and  Doubts  overcome  by  Grace,     -     211 
Satan  s  Devices   expofed,     -     -     -     -     212 

The  Vanity  of  Worldly  Schemes,     -     -     213 
The  Path  to  Heaven  through  this  World,    2 1 5 
Defring  to  be  kept  in  God's  Way,     -     216 
'Grace  and  Sin,     -     -     -     161,217,2  39,245 
Longing  for  a  Senfe  of  Pardony     -     -     2 1 8 
Weary  Souls  invited  to  Reft,     -     -     -219 
The  increafing  Power  of  Chriftys  Kingdom,2Zi 
The  Sovereignty  of  God,     -     -     -     -     222 

The  Kingdom  of  God  net  in  Word  but  in 

Power,    -     -     -     -     -     -     223 

Crift  the  Way,  the  Truth,  a?id  the  Life,  214. 
Breathing  after  Chrift,     -     -     -      225,310 
Chrifi  the  only  Saviour \     -     -     -     -     225 

The  divided  Heart  lamented,  -  -  -  228 
Chrift  jufiifies  and  far.  fiifies,  -  -  -  229 
For  Victory  over  Death,     -     -   ,  -     -     230 
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To  the  Holy  Ghoft,     -     -     -     -     231,256 

Chriji  our  Wifdom,  Right  eoufnefs,  Santti- 

fication  and  Redemption ',      -     -     -     232 
Divine  Strength  in  human  Weaknefs,     -    233 
The  Deceitfulnefs  of  Sin,     -     -     -     -     235 

Praife  to  the  Redeemer ;     -     -     -     -     235 

True  and  falfe  Zeal,     -     -     -     -     -     237 

Looking  to  Jefus,     -     -     -     -     -     -     238 

The  Faith fulnefs  of  God  relied  on,     -     240 
Law  and  Gofpel,     ------241 

The  Saints  Deliverance  at  Death,    -     -  242 
The  Saints  Safety  in  God,     -     -     -     -  242 

The  Heart  devoted  to  God,     -     -     -     -  243 

The  everlafting  Covenant ',     -     -     -     -    243 

To  the  Trinity,   -     -     -     -     244,312,354 

Comfort  for  Mourner 's,     -     -     -     -     -  244 

Growth  in  Grace,  and  Free  Grace,     -     245 
Compleatnefs  in  Chriji,     -     -     -    -     -    246 

The  Paradox \     -------     24.6 

Defiring  Communion  with  God,     -     -     248 

$ilf-Examination, 248 

A  bleffed  Gofpel,     - 250 

Human  Weaknefs  and  Chriji' s  Strength,  251 
Defiring  and  pleading  Chriji,     -     -  252,267 
Salvation,     --------     252 

Every  Creature  at  God's  Command,    -     253 
Vanity  of  the  World,     -----     254 

Self-Acquaintance,     -     -     -     -     -     -     256 

The  Chrifiian  Soldier's  Uniform,     -     -     257 
Light  fhining  out  of  Darknefs,     -     -     258 
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Moonlight ,     -     -     - 259 

Comfort  for  weak  Believers,    -     -     -     260 
The  Word  of  God  more  -precious  than  Gold,i6z 

At  Difmiffion, -     263,264 

At  the  Sacrament,      -      -     265,272 — 282 
For  the  Love  of  Chrifi,     -     -     -     -     266 

Affurance  of  Pardon, 268 

The  triumphal  Feafi, 270 

Dedication  to  God,     -     -     -     -     -     -    277 

Morning  Hymn,     -     -     -     -    282,285,286 

Evening  Hymn, 283,284 

Lord's -Bay  Morning  and  Evening,    287,288 
For  New-Tear's  Day,     -     -     289,290,291 
The  Circumcifton,     -      --.-.292 
Epiphany,      --------     294 

Good-Friday,      -      ------     295 

Repentance  at  the  Crofs,     -     -     -     -     296 

It  is  fini/hed,     -------     297 

The  Grave  fanftified  by  Chrifi,     -    -     298 
Chrifi  pierced,     -     -     --     -     -     -     299 

Eafter-Day, 302,303,304 

The  Refurreftion  and Afc  en/ion  of  Chrifi,  305,306 
His  Afcenfion,     -------     307 

Whitfunday,    --------   308 

Breathing  after  the  Spirit,     -     -     -     -311 

The  Benefit  of  Affliftions,     -     -     -     -     312 

The  Nativity,     -----     313 — 318 

Sicknefs,  or  Divine  Correction  ^    -     -     3119 
A  Funeral  Hymn,     -     -     .    .    -  320,322 
On  the  Death  of  a  Young  Perfon,  -    -     323 
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Remembering  our  latter  End,     -     -  3  2  4, 3  2  5 
£//<?  ^^  Eternity ',     -     -     -     -     -     -    326 

Death  and  Glory  1     -----    327,328 

0«  /£*  Death  of  a  Believer^  -  -  -  329 
The  feco?id  Coming  of  drift,  -  -  -  330 
The  lajl  Judgment,    .-     -     -     -     332,333 

<T£*  Jubilee,      - 335 

J<?y  z>/  /Zv  Lift/*     ------     336 

For  Saturday  Evening,     -.     -     -     -     338 

The  barren  Fig-tree     - 339 

The  burden' d  Sinner,     -     -     -     -     -     341 
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PSALMS  and  HYMNS. 

************************ ************ 

H  Y  M  N     i. 

Invitation. 

&^&&? &  O  M  E,   ye  finners,    poor  and 
$     c     %         wretched, 
%  ft  Weak  and  wounded,  lick  and 

-$W^$»         lore, 

Jesus  ready  (lands  to  lave  you, 
Full  of  pity,  love  and  pow'r-, 
He  is  able, 
He  is  willing;  doubt  no  more. 

2  Ho !  ye  needy,  come  and  welcome, 
God's  free  bounty  glorify  : 
True  belief  and  true  repentance, 
Every  grace  that  brings  us  nigh, 
Without  money 
Come  to  Jesus  Christ  and  buy. 
B 


2  HYMN     f. 

.  3  Let  not  conscience  make  you  linger, 
Nor  of  fitnefs  fondly  dream  j 
All  the  fitnefs  he  requireth, 
Is  to  feel  your  need  of  him : 

This  he  gives  you, 
5Tis  the  Spirit's  glimm'rihg  beam, 

4  Agonizing  in  the  garden, 

Lo  your  Maker  proftrate  lies  ! 
On  .the  bloody  tree  behold  him^ 
Hear  him  cry  before  he  dies, 

"  It  is  finifli'd." 
Sinner,  will  not  this  fuffice  ? 

5  Lo !  th'  incarnate  Gon  afcerided, 

Pleads  the  merit  of  his  blood  y 
Venture  on  him,  venture  freely, 
Let  no  other  truft  intrude. 

None  but  Jesus 
Can  do  helplefs  finners  good. 

6  Saints  and  angels  join'd  in  concert 

Sing  the  praifes  of  the  Lamb, 

While  the  bliisful  feats  of  heaven 

Sweetly  echo  with  his  Name. 

Hallelujah  ! 
Sinners  here  may  do  the  fame, 


i  S  i 

HYMN     2-      A^othep, 

i   OInners,  obey  the  gofpel-word, 
^  Hafte  to  the  Supper  of  your  Lord  j 
Be  wife  to  know  your  gracious  day; 
All  things  are  ready,  come  away, 

2  Ready  the  Father  is  to  own, 
And  kifs  his  late  returning  Son ; 
Ready  the  loving  Saviour  ftands, 
And  fpreads  for  you  his  bleeding  hands. 

|  Ready  the  Spirit  of  his  love, 
Juft  now  the  ftony  heart  to  move ; 
T'  apply,  and  witnefs  with  the  blood, 
And  wafh,  and  feal  you,  fons  of  God. 

4  Ready  for  you  the  angels  wait, 
To  triumph  in  your  bleft  eftate : 
Tuning  their  harps,   they  long  to  praife 
The  wonders  of  redeeming  grace. 

5  Come  then,  ye  finriers,  to  your  Lord^ 
To  happinefs  in  Christ  reftor'd  -, 
His  proffer'd  benefits  embrace, 

And  tafte  the  fulriefs  of  his  grace, 

H  Y  M  N      g*       ANOTHER: 

i   V  E  T  eV'ry  mortal  ear  attend, 
•*~*  And  ev'ry  heart  rejoice, 
The  trumpet  of  the  gofpel  founds 
With  an  inviting  voice. 
b  a 


4  H  Y  M  N     3. 

2  Come,  all  ye  hungry  ftarving  fowls, 
That  feed  upon  the  wind. 
And  vainly  ftrive  with  earthly  toys 
To  fill  an  empty  mind. 

4  Eternal  Wifdom  has  prepar'd 
A  foul-reviving  feaft; 
And  bids  your  longing  appetites 
The  rich  provifion  tafte. 

4  Ho  !  ye  that  pant  for  living  ftreams, 

And  pine  away  and  die ; 
Here  you  may  quench  your  raging  thirii 
With  fprings  that  never  dry* 

5  Rivers  of  love  and  mercy  here 

In  a  rich  ocean  join  ; 
Salvation  in  abundance  flows, 
Like  floods  of  milk  and  wine. 

6  Dear  God  !  thetreafures  of  thy  love 

Are  everlafting  mines  ; 
Deep  as  our  helplefs  miferies  are, 
And  boundlefs  as  our  fins. 

7  The  happy  gates  of  gofpel  grace 

Stand  open  night  and  day; 
Lord,  we  are  come  to  feek  fupplies, 
And  drive  our  wants  away. 


[     5      ] 
HYMN     4.     Another. 

1  POME,  finners,  to  the  gofpel-feaft, 
^  Let  ev'ry  foul  be  Jesu's  gueft ; 
There  needs  not  one  be  left  behind, 
For  God  hath  bidden  all  mankind. 

2  "  Have  me  excus'd,"  why  will  you  cry, 
From  health,  and  life,  and  liberty^ 
From  all  that  is  in  Jesus  giv'n, 

From  pardon,  holinefs  and  heav'n  ! 

3  Come  then,  ye  fouls  by  fin  oppreft, 
Ye  weary  wand'rers  after  reft ; 

Ye  poor  and  maimed,  halt  and  blind, 
In  Christ  an  hearty  welcome  find. 

4  See  him  fet  forth  before  your  eyes  , 
Behold  the  bleeding. facrifice  ! 

His  offer'd  love  let  all  embrace, 
And  freely  now  be  fav'd  by  grace. 

5  Ye  who  believe  his  record  true, 
Shall  fup  with  him,  and  he  with  you  5 
Come  to  the  feaft,  be  fav'd  from  fin, 
For  Jesus  waits  to  take  you  in. 

6  This  is  the  time,  no  more  delay  ; 
This  is  the  glorious  gofpel-day ; 
Come  in  this  moment  at  his  call, 
And  live  to  him,  who  dy'd  fcr.alL 

b  3 
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H  Y  M  N     5.     The  Same, 

/  % 

i   C  Inners,  behold  the  pierced  Lamb, 
^  For  you  he  hung  upon  the  Item  ; 
Behold  him  by  the  eye  of  faith, 
For  life  doth  iflue  from  his  death. 

2  Salvation's  well  wide  open  ftands, 
And  blood-ftreams  run  from  feet&  hands  \ 
The  open'd  lide  doth  richly  flow, 
From  whence,  with  joy,  we  water  draw  : 

3  Water  to  quench  our  parching  thirft, 
To  cleanfe  and  make  us  fit  for  Christ  ♦, 
T5  allay  our  nature's  fire  within, 

And  purify  the  foul  from  fin. 

4  Jesus  alone  true  life  imparts, 

And  med'cine  for  all  wounded  hearts  •, 
With  balm  fupplies  for  ev'ry  fore, 
And  works  a  fpeedy,  perfect  cure. 

5  One  look  to  him  upon  the  pole, 
Revives  and  heals  the  fin-ftung  foul  ; 
Relieves  the  weary  and  the  faint, 

The  tempted,  and  each  mourner's  want. 

6  Come  then,  thou  great  High-prieft,  apply 
To  us  this  fov'reign  remedy  •, 

That  we  the  bleffings  of  thy  death 
May  antedate  below  by  faith. 


[     7     ]: 

HYMN     6-     The  same. 

i  "V^  E  weary  wanderers  draw  near, 
-*      That  know  no  folid  peace  or  reft. 
Lay  by  each  doubt  and  anxious  fear. 

And  lean  upon  your  Saviour's  bread: 
All's  ftolen  fruit  that  can  be  found 
To  chear  the  foul  on  nature's  ground, 

2  Come,   for  the  gofpel  bids  you  come* 

Jesus  for  finners  bled  and  dy'd  ;   • 
The  facred  word  reports  there's  room, 
The  Lamb  he  woos  you  for  his  bride  ; 
Your  fouls  fhall  find  a  refting-place 
In  th'  arms  of  everlafting  grace. 

3  The  day  of  fmall  things  don't  defpife  -, 

By  poverty  increaie  your  ftore ; 
The  happy  foul  that's  truly  wife, 

Can  richer  grow  by  being  poor : 
To  melt  in  love,  to  fink  in  fliamef 
This  be  my  wiflh,  be  that  my  flame. 

4  Give  me  a  fympathizing  foul, 

To  bear  thy  fuiPrings  on  my  heart, 
Thy  pain  and  agonizing  toil, 

Nor  let  me  from  this  vifion  part  j 
Then  fhall  I  heartily  rejoice, 
And  raife  to  thee  my  grateful  voice. 

5  All  earthly  objects  now  give  way, 

Nature  and  creature  both  refign  \ 

B  4 
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On  thee  by  faith  myfelf  I'll  itay, 

And  tafte  the  pow'r  of  love  divine  -7 
Redemption  in  rhy  blood  is  found, 
My  anchor's  cation  facred  ground. 

H  Y  M  N     7. 
A  t  t  h  b  0  p  t  n  tvr  0    of  Worship, 

2   "\yOW  may  the  Spirit's  holy  fire, 
^  ^      Defcen'ding  from  above, 
1  Its  waiting  family  infpire 

With  joy,  and  peace,  and  love  ! 

2    Tliee  we  the  Comforter  confefs  % 
Unle-fs  thou'rt  prefent  here, 
Ourfongs  of  praife  are  vain  addrefs, 
We  utter  heartlefs  prayY. 

2  'Wake,  heav'nly  Wind,  arife,  and  come, 
Blow  on  the  drooping  field  \ 
Our  (pices  then  lliall  breathe  perfume, 
And  fragrant  incenfe  yield. 

4  Touch  with  a  living  coal  the  lip 

That  fhall  proclaim  thy  word  ; 
And  bid  each  awful  hearer  keep 
Attention  to  the  Lord. 

5  Haften  the.  reftitution-day, 

Which  now  corruption  fhrouds ; 
New  heav'ns  and  new  earth  difplay, 
With  Jesus  in  the  clouds. 
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HYMN     8-   '     Another. 

i   /^NCE  more  we  come  before  our  God, 
\^     Once  more  his  blefling  afk  ^ 
O  may  not  duty  feem   a  load, 
Nor  worfhip  prove  a  talk ! 

2  Father,  thy  quickening  Spirit  fend 

From  heav'n  in  Jesu's  name, 
To  make  our  waiting  minds  attend, 
And  put  our  fouls  in  frame. 

3  May  we  receive  the  word  we  hear, 

Each  in  an  honeft  heart  ; 
Hoard  up  the  precious  treafure  there, 
And  never  with  it  part. 

4  To  feek  thee  all  our  hearts  difpofe  i 

To  each  thy  blefling  fuit ; 
And  let  the  feed  thy  fervant  fows 
Produce  a  plenteous  fruit.    . 

5  Bid  the  refreshing  north-wind  'wake  ♦, 

Say  to  the  fouth-wind,  blow  ^ 
Let  ev'ry  plant  the  pow'r  partake, 
And  all  the  garden  grow. 

6  Revive  the  parch'd  with  heav'rily  fhow'rs, 

The  cold  with  warmth  divine ; 
And  as  the  benefit  is  ours, 
Be  all  the  gtory  thine. 

s  5 
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HYMN     g.       Another. 

i   pOME,  ye  finners,  come  to  Jesus, 
^  Think  upon  your  gracious  Lord  ; 

He  has  pity'd  your  condition, 
He  has  fent  his  gofpel-word. 

Mercy  calls  you, 
Mercy  flows  on  Jesu's-  blood. 

2  Deareft  Saviour,  help  thy  fervant 
To  proclaim  thy  wond'rous  love  ; 

Pour  thy  grace  upon  this  people, 
That  thy  truth  they  may  approve  -9 

Blefs,  O  blefs  them 
From  thy  Aiming  courts  above. 

3  Now  thy  gracious  word  invites  them 
To  partake  the  gofpel-feaft ; 

Let  thy  Spirit  fweetly  draw  them, 
Ev'ry  foul  be  Jesu's  gueft. 

O  receive  us, 
Let  us  find  thy  promis'd  reft. 

HYMN     io-       Another. 

i   1    ORD,  we  come  before  thee  now, 
■^  At  thy  feet  we  humbly  bow  : 
O  !  do  not  our  fuit  difdain, 
Shall  we  feek  thee,  Lord,  in  vain  ? 

2  Lord,  on  thee  our  fouls  depend, 
In  companion  now  defcend  : 
Fill  our  hearts  with  thy  rich  grace, 
Tune  our  lips  to  ling  thy  praife. 


H  Y  M  N     ii.  ii 

3  In  thine  own  appointed  way, 
Now  we  feek  thee,  here  we  ftay ; 
Lord,  we  know  not 'how  to  go, 
Till  a  blefiing  thou  bellow. 

4  Send  fome  meflage  from  thy  word, 
That  may  joy  and  peace  aftbid  •, 
Let  thy  Spirit  now  impart 

Full  falvation  to  each  heart. 

5  Comfort  thofe  who  wreep  and  mourn. 
Let  the  time  of  joy  return  { 
Thofe  that  are  caft  down,  lift  up  ; 
Make  them  ffcrong  in  faith  and  hope  •! 

6  Grant  that  all  may  feek,  and  find 
Thee  a  gracious  God  and  kind  ; 
Heal  the  fick,  the  captive  free  : 
Let  us  all  rejoice  in  thee ! 

HYMN     ii.       The  sa.meV 

1  \\J  E.  magnify  thy  grace,  O  Lord  ; 

*  *  How  plent'oufly  haft  thou prepar'd 

A  fupper  for  thy  faints ! 
All  things  are  ready,  thou  haft  faid, 
A  table  thou  haft  richly  fpread, 

To  anfwer  all  our  wants. 

2  Now,  Lord,  allure  our  fouls  to  thee  ; 
O  kindly  bid  us  come  and  lee, 

And  tafte  how  good  thou  art ; 
Knock  with  the  hammer  of  thy  word,     , 
Knock  by  thy  pow'rful  Spirit,  Lord  ; 

I  okd\  break  into  each  heart ! 


12  H  Y  M  N     12. 

3  Darknefs  and  unbelief  remove ; 
Replenifh  all  our  fouls  with  love  j 

Caft  out  the  power  of  fin  : 
Jesus,  attend  our  feeble  pray'r, 
And  for  thyfelf  our  hearts  prepare; 
.     Come  in,  dear  Lord,  come  in. 

4  Let  comfort,  love,  and  joy,  and  peace, 
Like  rivers  flow,  and  flill  increafe, 

Unto  the  ocean  driv'n  : 
Lord,  condefcend  to  fup  with  me, 
And  grant  I  now  may  fup  with  thee* 

And  fup  at  laft  in  heav'n  ! 

HYMN     i2-       The  same. 

i   POME,  thou  Almighty  King, 
^  Help  us  thy  name  to  fing, 

Help  us  to  praife ! 
Father  all-glorious, 
O'er  all  victorious, 
Come,  and  reign  over  us, 

AntiSnt   of  DaiTs. 

2  Jesus,  our  Lord,  arife, 
Scatter  our  enemies, 

And  make  them  fall ! 
Let  thine  almighty  aid 
Our  fure  defence  be  made, 
0ur  fouls  on  thee  be  ftay'd  : 
Lord,  hear  our  call* 


HYMN     13.  i$ 

3  Come,  thou  incarnate  Word, 
Gird  on  thy  mighty  fword, 

Our  pray'r  attend  ! 
Come  !  and  thy  people  blefs, 
And  give  thy  word  fuccefs  •, 
Spirit  of  holinefs 

On  us  defcend  ! 

4  Come,  holy  Comforter, 
Thy  lacred  witnefs  bear 

In  this  glad  hour  \ 
Thou  who  almighty  art, 
Now  rule  in  ev'ry  heart, 
And  ne'er  from  us  depart, 
Spirit  of  pow'r ! 

5  To  th*  great  One  in  Three 
Eternal  praifes  be, 

Hence  —  evermore ! 
His  fov'reign  Majefty 
May  we  in  glory  fee, 
And  to  eternity 

Love  and  adore. 

HYMN     13. 

Reading    ofc    hearing    the 
Scriptures. 

I     f\  God  of  wifdom,  God  of  might, 
^-^  Great  ruler  in  the  realms  of  light; 
Whofe  truths  are  hid  from  prudent  eyes, 
But  make  the  babe  and  fuckling  wife  7 
Help  thy  unknowing  fervants,  Lord, 
To  hear,  and  underftand  thy  word. 
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2  Reveal  thy  fcriptures  to  our  mind  5  , 
Here  let  us  heav'nly  treafures  find  -y 
Do  thou  thofe  facred  leaves  unfold, 
Let  us  thy  richeft  grace  behold  : 

O  let  thy  Spirit  lead  us  forth, 
And  teach  us  all  its  endlefs  worth. 

3  Direft  us,  left  we  judge  amifs, 

Left  error  cloud  the  hidden  blifs  %J  u 
Th'  ingrafted  word  may  we  receive, 
And  back  to  thee  the  glory  give  : 
O  make  us  know,  O  make  us  hear 
The  glorious  tidings  treafur'd  there, 

HYMN    14.     Unf  ruitfulness. 

1  T   ONG  have  we  fat  beneath  the  found 
-"     Of  thy  falvation,.  Lord  ; 

But  ftfll  how  weak  our  faith  is   found. 
And  knowledge  of  thy  word  I. 

2  Oft  we  frequent  thy  holy  place, 

Yet  hear  almoit  in  vain  5 
How  fmall  a  portion  of  thy  grace 
Do  our  falfe  hearts  retain  ! 

3%  How  cold  and  feeble  is  our  love  ! 
How  negligent  our  fear  ! 
How  low  our  hope  of  joys  above  ! 
How  few  afteftions  there  \ 

4  Great  God,  thy  fov'reign  aid  impart 
To  give  thy  word  fuccefs  ; 
Write  thy  falvation  on  our -heart* 
And  make  us  learn  -thy  grace. 
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5  Shew  our  forgetful  feet  the  way 
That  leads  to  joys  on  high  •, 
Where  knowledge  grows  without  decay. 
And  love  fhall  never  die. 

H  Y  M  N   ir.     Before  speaking. 

i  f1  LOR  Y  to  God,  who  gave  the  word, 
^-^     And  bid  the  preachers  cry  ; 
Who  caus'd  his  will  to  be  proclaim'd, 
And  brought  falvation  nigh. 

2  Lord,  ever  give  us  of  this  bread, 

And  grant  us  ears  to  hear  ; 
Hearts  to  receive  the  heav'nly  feed, 
And  bring  forth  fruit  with  fear. 

3  O  may  thy  word  direft  our  path, 

And  guide  our  falt'ring  feet  ^ 
Direft  us  in  the  living  way,     , 
And  to  thy  mercy-feat ! 

4  Fountain  of  everlafling  life, 

Of  blifs,  and  truth,  and  good ; 
Give  us  (that  we  may  never  thirft) 
To  drink  of  Jesu's  blood. 

5  Fill  every  hungry  foul,  who  cries, 

From  thine  exhauftlefs  ftore  ^ 
And  let  no  one  go  empty  hence, 
But  tafte,  and  pray  for  more. 

6  Let  all  thy  children,  Lord,  be  fed 

With  the  eternal  Word  -, 
Be  wife,  and  ftronger  grow  thereby, 
Increafing  in  the  Lord. 


[     i6    ] 

HYMN     16.       Another. 

i   TX7ITH  heart  and  lips  unfeign'd, 
*  *       We  praife  thee  for  thy  word  •, 
We  blefs  thee  for  the  joyful  news 
Of  our  redeeming  Lord. 

2  Like  as  the  kindly  rain 
Returns  not  back  to  heav'n, 

But  chears,  and  fruitful  makes  the  earth, 
The  end  for  which  'twas  giv'n  : 

3  So  let  thy  prefent  voice 
AccompliHi  thy  deftgn; 

Diftil  on  all  our  thirfty  fouls, 
And  confecrate  us  thine. 

4  Water  thy  facred  feed, 
And  give  it  great  increafe ; 

Let  neither  fowls,  nor  rocks,  nor  thorny 
Hinder' the  fruits  of  peace. 

5  Then  tho'  we  weeping  fow, 
And  tears  our  hours  employ ; 

We  know  we  fhall  return  again, 
And  bring  our  fheaves  with  joy. 

6  Our  lives  now  hid  with  Christ, 
With  him  (hall  foon  appear  •, 

And  we  array 5d  in  all  his  light, 
Shall  meet  him  in  the  air. 
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HYMN     iy. 
Desiring    the    divine    presence; 

i  TT7E  are  a  garden  wall'd  around, 
*  v     Cholen  and  made  peculiar  ground*- 
A  little  ipot  enclos'd  by  grace, 
Out  of  the  world's  wide  wildernefs. 

2  Like  trees  of  myrrh  and  fpice  we  ftand, 
Planted  by  God  the  Father's  hand  -, 
And  all  his  Iprings  in  Zion  flow, 

To  make  the  young  plantation  grow. 

3  Awake,  O  heav'nly  Wind,  and  come, 
Blow  on  this  garden  of  perfume  ; 
Spirir  divine,  defcend  and  breathe 

A  gracious  gale  on  plants  beneath, 

4  Make  our  btfl  fpices  flow  abroad, 
To  entertain  our  Saviour-God  ; 
And  faith  and  love  and  joy  appear, 
And  evVy  grace  be  aftive  here. 

HYMN     18.     Invitation. 

i   TT  HE  Lord  of  life  and  glory  ftands, 
A  Aloud  he  cries  and  Ipreads  his  hands** 
He  calls  ten  thoufand  tinners  round, 
And  fends  a  voice  from  ev'ry  wound. 

2  "  Attend,  ye  thirfty  fouls,  draw  near, 
"  And  fatiate  all  your  wifhes  here ; 
"  Behold,  the  living  fountain  flows, 
"  In  dreams  as  various  as  your  woes, 
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3  "  An  ample  pardon  here  I  give, 

"  And  bid  the  fentenc'd  rebel  live  ; 
,  f  *  Shew  him  my  Father's  fmiling  face, 
cc  And  lodge  him  in  his  dear  embrace, 

4  f*  I  purge  from  fin's  detefted  ftain, 

"  And  make  the  crimfon  white  again  ; 

"  Lead  to  celeftial  joys  refin'd, 

"  And  lading  as  the  deathlefs  mind. 

5  "  Muft  I  anew  my  pity  prove  ? 

"  Witnefs  the  words  of  melting  love, 
"  The  gufhing  tears,  the  lab'ring  breath, 
M  And  all  thefe  fears  of  bleeding  death." 
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6  O  Jesu,  let  me  doubt  no  more, 
But  hear,  and  wonder,  and  adore ; 
And  panting  feek  that  fountain-head, 
Whence  waters  fo  divine  proceed. 

7  Still  near  its  ftreams  may  I  be  found, 
Long  as  I  tread  this  earthly  ground  ! 
Till  deaths fhall  make  my  laft  remove, 
To  dwell  for  ever  in  thy  love. 

HYMN     19. 

The  Saviour's  Invitation,  John  vii.  37. 

1  T'HE  Saviour  calls, — let  ev'ry  ear 
■*■       Attend  the  heav'nly  found  •, 
Ye  doubting  fouls,  difmifs  your  fear, 
Hope  fmiles  reviving  round. 
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For  ev'ry  thirfty,  longing  heart, 
Here  ftreams  of  bounty  flow, 

And  life  and  health,  and  blifs  impart. 
To  banifh  mortal  woe. 

Here  fprings  of  facred  pleafure  rife, 

To  eafe  your  ev'ry  pain, 
(Immortal  fountain  !  full  fupplies  !) 

Nor  fhall  you  thirft  in  vain. 

Ye  finners,  come,  'tis  mercy's  voice ; 

The  gracious  call  obey  ; 
Mercy  invites  to  heav'nly  joys, 

And  can  you  yet  delay  ? 

Dear  Saviour,  draw  relu&ant  hearts, 

To  thee  let  finners  fly, 
And  take  the  blifs  thy  love  imparts, 

And  drink,  and  never  die. 

HYMN    20.       Malachi  iv.  2, 

/^\  Sun  of  righteoufnefs,  arife, 
^^     With  healing  in  thy  wing  : 
To  my  difeas'd,  my  fainting  foul, 
Thy  free  falvation  bring. 

\  All  clouds  of  pride  and  fin  difpel 
By  thine  all-piercing  beam  ^ 
Lighten  mine  eyes  with  faith,  my  heart 
With  holy  hope  inflame. 

5  My  mind,  by  thy  all  quick'ning  pow'r, 
From  vile  defires  fet  free, 
Unite  my  fcatter'd  thoughts,  and  fix 
My  love  entire  on  thee. 
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4  Father,  thy  long-loft  child  receive-, 
Saviour,  thy  purchafe  own  ^ 
Bleft  Comforter,  with  peace  and  joy 
Thy  waiting  creature  crown. 

- 
HYMN     21*     Panting  after  God. 

i  THou  hidden  love  of  God,  whofe  height, 
Whofe  depth  unfathom'd  no  man  knows ; 

I  fee  from  far  thy  beauteous  light, 

Inly  I  figh  for  thy  repofe : 
My  heart  is  pain'd,  nor  can  it  be 
At  reft,  till  it  finds  reft  in  thee. 

2  Is  there  a  thing  beneath  the  fun, 

That  drives  with  thee  my  heart  to  fhare? 
Ah  !  tear  it  thence,  and  reign  alone, 

The  Lord  of  every  motion  there : 
Then  fhall  my  heart  from  earth  be  free. 
When  it  has  found  repofe  in  thee. 

3  O  hide  this  felf  from  me,  that  I 

No  mere,  but  Christ  in  me  may  live! 
My  vile  affections  crucify. 

Let  not  one  darling  lull  furvive : 
In  all  things  may  I  nothing  fee, 
Nothing  defire,  or  feek,  but  thee. 

4  Each  moment  draw  from  earth  away 

My  heart,  that  lowly  waits  thy  call ; 
Speak  to  my  inmoft  foul,  and  fay, 

"  I  am  thy  love,  thy  God,  thy  all !" 
To  feel  thy  pow'r,  to  hear  thy  voice, 
To  tafte  thy  love,  be  all  my  choice. 
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A   Pray e  r    for 


FAITH. 


i   RATHER,  I  ftretch  my  hands  to  thee, 
A       No  other  help  I  know •, 
3f  thou  withdraw  thyfelf  from  me, 
Ah !  whither  fhall  I  go  ? 

2  What  did  thine  only  Son  endure, 

Before  I  drew  my  breath  ? 
What  pain,  what  labour,  to  fecure 
My  foul  from  endlefs  death  ! 

3  O  Jesu,  could  I  thus  believe, 

I  now  fhould  feel  thy  pow'r  •, 
Now  my  poor  foul  thou  would'ft  receive, 
Nor  let  me  wait  one  hour. 

4  Author  of  faith,  to  thee  I  lift 

My  weary,  longing  eyes  •, 

O  let  me  now  receive  that  gift ! 

My  foul  without  it  dies  1 

HYMN,     23*         I  s  a  1  a  h  ix.  2. 

1    •/    Ight  of  thofe  whofe  dreary  dwelling 
^  Borders  on  the  fhades  of  death, 
Come  !   and  by  thy  love's  revealing, 

Diffipate  the  clouds  beneath  : 
The  new  heav'n  and  earth's  Creator, 

In  our  deepeft  darknefs  rife  ! 
Scattering  all  the  night  of  nature, 

Pouring  eye-fight  on  our  eyes  ! 
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2  Still  we  wait  for  thine  appearing* 

Life  and  joy  thy  beams  impart ; 
Chafing  all  our  fears,  and  chearihg 

Ev'ry  poor  benighted  heart : 
Come,  and  manifeft  the  favour 

God  hath  for  our  ranfom'd  race; 
Come,  thou  univerfal  Saviour* 

Come,  and  bring  thy  gofpel-grace* 

3  Saveus  in  thy  great  companion, 

O  thou  mild  pacific  Prince  I 
GWe  the  knowledge  of  falvatiori, 

Give  the  pardon  of  our  fins  ! 
By  thine  all-reftoring  merit, 

Ev'ry  burden'd  foul  releafe  5 
,  -  Ev'ry  weary,  wand'ring  fpirit 

Guide  into  thy  perfect  peace; 

HYMN     24-         Zechariah  xiii.  i. 

1    TTO  W  fad  our  ftate  by  nature  is  ! 
A  -*■     Our  fin  how  deep  it  ftains  ! 
And  Satan  binds  our  captive  fouls 
Faft  in  his  flavifh  chain?. 

7.  But  there's  a  voice  of  fov' reign  grace 
Sounds  from  God's  facred  word  ^ 
Ho  !  ye  defpairing  finners,  come, 
And  truft  upon  the  Lord. 

3  O  may  we  hear  th'  Almighty  call, 
And  run  to  this  relief; 
We  wou'd  believe  thy  promife,  Lordj 
O  help  our  unbelief ! 


HYMN     25-  23 

4  To  the  blefl  fountain  of  thy  blood, 

Teach  us,  O  Lord  !   to  fly: 
There  may  we  wafh  our  fpotted  fouls,' 
From  crimes  of  deepeft  dye  ! 

5  Stretch  out  thine  arm,  Victorious  King  ! 

Our  reigning  fins  iubdue; 
Drive  the  old  dragon  from  his  feat, 
And  form  our  fouls  anew. 

6  Poor,  guilty,  weak,. and  helplefs  worms* 

On  thy  kind  arm  we  fall ; 
Be  thou  our  ftrength  and  righteoufnefs, 
Our  Jesus  and  our  all. 

HYMN     25-        I  s  a.  xl.  29. 

1  CON  of  God,  thy  bleffing  grant; 
^   Still   fupply  my  ev'ry  want  ; 
Tree  of  life  !   thine  influence  fhed, 
With  thy  fap  my  fpirit  feed. 

2  Tend'reft  branch,  alas  !  am  I; 
Wither  without  thee,  and  die  ; 
•Weak  as  helplefs  infancy,. 

O  confirm  my  foul  in  thee  ! 

3  Unfuftain'd  by  thee.  I  fall ; 

Send  the  ftrength  for  which  I  call  ! 
Weaker  than  a  bruifed  reed, 
Help  I  ev'ry  moment  need. 

4  All  my  hopes  on  thee  depend. 
Love  me,  fave  me  to' the  end  ! 
Give  me  the  continuing  grace  $ 
Take  the  everlafting  praife ! 


[   U   ] 

HYMN     26-       Miracles  applied. 


i 


OLord  \  to  whom  for  help  I  call, 
Thy  miracles  repeat 
With  pitying  eye  behold  me  fall 
A  leper  at  thy  feet. 

2  Lothefome,  and  foul,  and  felf-abhorr'd, 

I  fink  beneath  my  fin ; 
But,  if  thou  wilt,  a  gracious  word 
Of  thine  can  make  me  clean. 

3  Thou  feeft  me  deaf  to  thy  commands  ♦, 

Open,  O  Lord  !  mine  ear  •, 
!Bid  me  ftretch  out  my  wither'd  hands, 
And  lift  them  up  in  pray'r. 

4  Silent,  (alas !  thou  know'fl  how  long  !) 

My  voice  I  cannot  raife ; 
But  O !  when  thou  fhalt  loofe  my  tongue, 
The  dumb  fhall  fing  thy  praife. 

5  Lame,  at  the  pool  I  ftill  am  found, 

Give,  and  my  ftrength  employ  ^ 
Light   as  an  hart  I  then  fnall  bound, 
The  lame  fhall  leap  for  joy. 

6  Blind  from  my  birth  to  guilt  and  thee, 

And  dark  I  am  within  •, 
The  love  of  God  I  cannot  fee, 
Nor  finfulnefs  of  fin. 

7  But 
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f  But  thou,  they  fay,  art  palling  by, 
O  let  me  find  thee  near  ! 
"  Jesus,  in  mercy  hear  my  cry, 
"  Thou  Son  of  David,  hear  !" 

8  Long  have  I  waited  in  the  way, 
For  thee,  the  heav'nly  Light ; 
Command  me  to  be  brought,  and  fay* 
"  Sinner,  receive  thy  fight.5'    *v 

H  Y  M  N     27.        The    same, 

1  TESU,  Redeemer^  Saviour,  .Lord, 
J      The  weary  finner's  friend  ; 
Come  to  my  help,  pronounce  the  word, 

Bid  my  corruptions  end. 

2  Thou  canft  overcome  this  heart  of  mine. 

Thou  canft  victorious  prove  -, 
For  everlafting  ftrength  is  thine, 
And  everlafting  love. 

^  Thy  pow'rful  Spirit  can  fubdtie 
Unconquerable  fin  ; 
Cleanfe  my  foul  heart,  and  make  it  neu% 
And  write  thy  law  within* 

4  Bound  down  with  twice  ten  thotafand  ties, 
Yet  let  me  hear  thy  call ; 
My  foul  in  confidence  fhail  rife, 
Shall  rife  and  break  thro'  all* 
C 
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5  Speak, '  and  the  deaf  fhall  hear  thy  voice, 

The:blind  his  fight, receive, 
The  dumb  in  fongs  of  praiie  rejoice, 
The  ;- heart  of  ftone  believe. 

6  The  TEthiop  then  fhall  change  his  (kin, 

The  dead  fhall  feel  thy  pow'r  ; 
The  lothefome  leper  fhall  be  clean, 
And  I  fhall  fin  abhor. 

HYMN     28. 
Spiritual  Barrenness. 

1  l\/TOST  righteous  God,  my  doom  I  bear, 
xVA  My  load  of  guilt,  my  pain  and  care5 

Inflav'd  to  bafe  defires  ; 
Hard  toiling  for  imbitter'd  bread, 
I  mourn  my  barren  foul  o'erfpread 

With  curfed  thorns  and  briers. 

*    r 

2  Death's  fentence  in  myfelf  recerve, 
And  duft  to  duft  already  cleave, 

Exil'd  from  Paradife ; 
Haft'ning  to  hellifh  mifery, 
Jesus,,  if  unredeem'd  by  thee, 

My  foul  for  ever  dies  ! 

3  But  Jesus  hath  my  fentence  borne, 
He  did  in  my  affli&ion  mourn, 

A  man  of  forrows  made  ; 
A  fervant  and  a  curie  for  me, 
He  bore  the  utmoft  penalty, 

He  fuffer'd  in  my  Head. 
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4  I  fee  him  fweat  great  drops  of  blood, 
I  fee  him  faint  beneath  my  load  ! 

The  thorns  his  temples  tear: 
He  bows 'his  bleeding  head  and  dies  ! 
He  lives  1  he  mounts  above  the  Ikies  ! 

He  claims  my  Eden  there  ! 

HYMN     29. 
The   Excellency  of    the  Scriptures. 

1  T7 Ather  of  mercies,  in  thy  word 
***       What  endlefs  glory  fhines  r 
For  ever  be  thy  name  ador'd, 

For  thefe  celeftial  lines. 

2  Here  the  fair  tree  of  knowledge  grows, 

And  yields  a  free  repaft  * 
Sublimer  iweets  than  nature  knows, 
Invite  the  longing  tafte. 

3  Here  fprings  of  confolation  rife, 

To  chear  the  fainting  mind  ; 
And  thirfty  fouls  receive  fupplies, 
And  fweet  refrefhment  find. 

4  When  guilt  and  terror,  pain  and  grief, 

United  rend  the  heart ; 
Here  finrers  meet  divine  relief, 
And  cool  the  raging  "fmart. 

5  Here  the  Redeemer's  welcome  voice 

Spreads  heav'nly  peace  around  •, 
And  life,  and  everlaiting  joys 
Attend  the  blifsful  found, 
c  2 
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6  O  may  thefe  heav'nly  pages  be 

My  ever  dear  delight, 
And  ft  ill  new  beauties  may  I  fee, 
And  ftill  increafing  light. 

7  Divine  inftru<5tor,  gracious  Lord  ! 

Be  thou  for  ever  near  ; 
Teach  me  to  love  thy  facred  word, 
And  view  my  Saviour  there. 

HYMN    go*     For  a  clean  He-a^t, 

For  an  heart  to  love  my  God  ! 
An  heart  from  fin  fet  free  ; 
An  heart  that  always  feels  the  blood 
So  freely  Hied  for  me  ! 

An  heart  refign'd,  fubmifilve,  meek. 
My  dear  Redeemer's  throne ; 

Where  only  Christ  is  heard  to  fpeak* 
Where  Jesus  reigns  alone. 

An  humble*  lowly,  contrite  heart, 
Believing,  true,  and  clean  -9 

Which  neither  life  nor  death  can  part 
From  him  that  dwells  within. 

An  heart  in  every  thought  renewed, 
And  filPd  with  love  divine: 

Perfeft  and  right,  and  pure*  and  good^ 
A  copy,  Lord,  of  thine. 

Thy  tender  heart  is  ftill  the  fame, 

And  melts  at  human  woe ; 
Send  down  thy  grace,  O  blefTed  Lamb  ! 

That  I  thy  love  may  know. 
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6  Thy  holy  nature,  Lord  !  impart ; 
Come  quickly  from  above  •, 
Write  thy  new  name  upon  my  heart, 
Thy  new  beft  name  of  love. 

HYMN     31. 
Longing    after    GOD. 

1  /^  Reat  God  !  indulge  my  humble  claim  j 
^^  Be  thou  my  joy,  my  hope,  my  reft  -y 
The  glories  that  compofe  thy  name, 

Stand  all  engaged  to  make  me  bleft  ! 

2  Thou  great  and  good,  thou  juft  and  wife, 

Be  thou  my  Father,  and  my  God  ! 
And  make  me  thine  by  facred  ties, 
Thy  fon,  thyfervant  bought  with  blood. 

3  With  heart  and  eyes,  and  lifted  hands, 

For  thee  I  long,  to  thee  I  look  5 
As  trav'lers  do  in  thirfty  lands 
Pant  for  the  cooling  water-brook. 

4  O  may  thy  love  infpire  my  tongue, 

Salvation  fhall  be  all  my  fong ; 
And  all  my  pow'rs  fliall  join  : 
TheLoRDmyftrengthand-righteoufiaefs. 

H  Y  M  Znt     -7-        The  poor  Suit 

1   POD  of  my  falvation,  hear, 
^-^     And  help  me  to  believe  -, 
Simply  do  I  now  draw  near, 
Thy  bleffing  to  receive  : 
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Fall  of  guilt,  alas  !  I  am. 

But  to  thy  wounds  for  refuge  flee  *, 
Friend  of  fmners,  fpotlefs  Lamb, 

Thy  blood  was  fhed  for  me, 

2  Nothing  have  I,  Lord,  to  pay, 

Nor  can  thy  grace  procure  \ 
Empty  fend  me  not  away, 

For  I,  thou  know' ft,  am  poor; 
Dull  and  afhes  is  my  name, 

My  all  is  fin  and  mifery  : 
Friend  of  Tinners,  fpotlefs  Lambv 

Thy  blood  was  fhed  for  me. 

3  Without  money,  without  price, 

I  come  thy  love  to  buy ; 
From  myfelf  I  turn  my  eyes, 

The  chief  of  finners,  I : 
Take,  O  take  me,  as  I  am, 

And  let  me  lofe  myfelf  in  thee  ; 
Friend  of  finners,  fpotlefs  Lamb, 

Thy  blood  was  fhed  for  me. 

HYMN     33.         The  same. 

1    TESU,  friend  of  finners,  hear, 
•J  Yet  once  again,  I  pray  •, 

From  mv  debt  of  fin  fet  clear, 

For  I  have  nought  to  pay. 
Speak,  O  ipeak  the  kind  releafe  ; 

A  poor  backfliding  foul  reftore  > 
Love  me  freely,  feal  my  peace, 

And  bid  me  fin  no  more. 
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2  Sin's  deceitfulnefs  hath  fpread 

An  hardnefs  o'er  my  heart  •, 
But  if  thou  thy  Spirit  fhed, 

The  ftony  fhall  depart : 
Shed  thy  love,  thy  tendernefs, 

And  let  me  feel  thy  foft'ning  pow'r  ; 
Love  me  freely,  feal  my  peace, 

And  bid  me  fin  no  more. 

3  For  this  only  thing  I  pray, 

And  this  will  I  require, 
Take  the  pow'r  of  fin  away, 

Take  ev'ry  vain  defire  r 
Perfeft  me  in  holinefs, 

Thine  image  to  my  foul  reftore  -y 
Love  me  freely,  feal  my  peace, 

And  bid  me  fm  no  more. 

II  Y  M  N     34.        To   Jesus    Christ, 

1  TESU,  Jesu,  King  of  faints, 

•J    Known  to  thee  are  alL  my  \y4nts  -, 
Self-convided,  felf-abhorr'd,* 
I  approach  thee,  deareft  Lordu   . 

2  Known  to  thee,  whofe  eyes  are  flame, 
I  thy  love  and   pity  claim  } 

With   an  eye  of  love   look   down, 
Help,  Lord,  help  me,  very  foon. 

3  Still  I  feel  a  flefhly  part, 
Much   corruption  in  my  heart ; 
Oh  !   I'm  very  vile  indeed, 

Of  thy  blood  I   fure  have  need, 
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4  Break,  O  break  this  heart  of  ftone ; 
Form  it  for  thy  ufe  alone ; 

Bid  each  vanity  depart, 
Build  thy  temple  in  my  heart. 

5  This  be  my  fupport  in  need, 
That  thou  did'ft  fo  freely  bleed ; 
Hence  my  hopes  and  joys  arife, 
From  thy  bloody  facrifice. 

6  This  confirms  me  when  I'm  weak, 
Comforts  me  when  f  am  fick  { 
Gives  me  courage  when  I  faint, 
Well  fupplies  my  ev'ry  want. 

7  Saviour,  to  my  heart  be  near, 
Exerclfe  the  fhep herd's  care  > 
Guard  my. weaknefs  by  thy  grace, 
Let  me  feel  a  conftant  peace. 

H  Y  M  N      <i&       The  s  a  me. 

1  Z^1  Round,  O  ground  me  on  the  Lamb, 
^^   Other  Saviours  I  difclaim  •, 

Fix  my  heart  on   thee   to  flay, 
Do  it,  Lord,  without  delay. 

2  Empty  is  created  good, 

I  want  more  fubftantial  food  •, 
All  is  vanity  befide 
Jesus,  and  him  crucifyM. 

3  Fruitlefs  is  my  fearch  to  find 
True  ferenity  of  mind, 
Till  I  have  with  Jesus  been, 
And  his  fmiiing  face  have  ken. 
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4  In  thy  prefence  may  I  dwell, 
Subject  to  thy  holy  will ; 
Show'r  on  me  thy  pow'r  divine, 
Morafy  the  man  of  fin. 

5  While  I  travel  here  beneath, 

Thy  kind  influence  on  me  breathe  ; 

Reconcil'd  to  me  appear, 

And  thy  righteoufneis  bring  near, 

6  Grant  me  ftill  in.  grace  to  grow. 
While  a  pilgrim  here  below  ; 
Let  me  by  thy  Spirit  move, 
And  with  all  my  heart  thee  love. 

HYMN     36-     Absence  from  God, 

1.    /^\  Thou,  whofe  tender  mercy  hears 
^*   Contrition's  humble  figh  ; 
Whofe  hand,  indulgent,  wipes  the  tears' 
From  forrow's  weeping  eye. 

2  See  !  low  before  thy  throne  of  grace 

A  wretched  wand'rer  mourn ; 
Haft  thou  not  bid  me  feek  thy  face  ? 
Haft  thou  not  faid,  Return  ? 

3  And  iliall  my  guilty  fears  prevail 

To  drive  me  from  thy  feet ? 
O  let  not  this  dear  refuge  fail. 
This  only  fafe  retreat, 

c  5 
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[.  Abfent  from  thee,  my  guide,  my  light, 
Without  one  -c  hearing"  ray, 
Thro'rdangers,  fears,  and  gloomy  night, 
How  defolate  my  way  ! 

;  O  fhine  on  this  benighted  heart, 

With  beams  of  mercy  fhine  ; 
And  let  thy  healing  voice  impart 

A  tafte  of  joys  divine. 
Thy  prefence  only  can  beftow 

Delights  which  never  cloy  •, 
Be  this  my  folace  here  below, 

And  my  eternal  joy. 

HYMN     37.         The  same. 

T^\Ear  Lord,  attend  my  prayV, 
•*-^  And  all  my  wants  relieve  ; 
Come  to  my  heart,  and  dwell  thou  there* 
That  thou  in  me  may 'ft  live. 

Iri  weaknefs  I  draw  nigli 

Unto  the  throne  of  grace : 
Anfwer  the  Tinner's  mournful  cry, . 

And  filf  me  with  thy  peace. 

Thou  read'ft  my  naked  bread  ; 

For  liberty  I  groan  ^ 
I  figh  in  thee,  my  Lord,  to  reft, 

And  worfhip  thee  alone. 

Fain  would  I  hate  my  fin, 

And  ponder  on  thy  love; 
Till  all  be  fan&ify'd  within, 

And  my  whole  heart's  above. 
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5  If  trials  vex  my  mind, 
Clofe  to  thy  wounds  I'll  flee  \ 

Nq  refuge  may  I  elfewhere  find 
No  refuge  but  in  thee. 

6  To  thee  I  recommend 

My  poor  and  trembling  foul ; 
On /thee  for  future  grace  depend, 
Who.  art  my  all  in  all. 

HYMN       38. 

M.E  E  K.NE  S3      AND      H  U  M  I.I.  I  T  V. 

1    T   Ord,  if  thou  the  grace  impart, 
-**-*  Poor  in  ipirit,  meek  in  heart, 
I  fliall  as  myMafterbe,, 
Rooted  in  humility.. 

1  From  the  time  that  thee  I  knew, 
Nothing  would  I  feek  below ; 
Aim  at  nothing  great  or  high, 
Lowly  both  in  heart  and  eye. 

[   Simple,  teachable,  and  mild, 
Chang'd  into  a  little  child  ■•, 
Pleas'd  with  all  the  Lord  provides, 
Wean'd  from  all  the  world  befides, 

.  Father,  fix  my  foul  on  thee  5 
Ev'ry  evil  let  me  flee  5 
Nothing  want  beneath,  above, 
Happy  in  thy  precious  love. . 

O  !  that  all  may  feek,  and  find 
Every  good  in  Jesus  join-'d  ! 
Him  let  Ifrael  ftill  adore, 
Trull  him,  praiie  him  evermore. 
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HYMN     39.         Psalm  v. 

1   /^  N  thee,  O  God  of  purity, 

^^  I  wait  for  hallowing  grace  ^ 
None  without  holinefs  fhall  fee 

The  glories  of  thy  face  : 
In    fouls  unholy,  and  unclean, 

Thou  never  canft  delight ; 
Nor  fhail  they,  while  unfav'd  from  fin, 

Appear  before  thy  fight. 

2  But  as  for  me,  with  humble  fear, 

I  will  approach  thy  gate ; 
Though  moit  unworthy  to  draw  near, 

Or  in  thy  courts  to  wait : 
I  truft  in  thine  unbounded  grace, 

To  all  fo  freely  given  ; 
And  worfhip  t'ward  thy  holy  place, 

And  lift  my  foul  to  heav'n. 

3  Lead  me  in  all  thy  righteous  ways, 

Nor  luffer  me  to  Aide  •, 
Point  out  the  path  before  my  face  -7 

My  God,  be  thou  my  guide  ! 
O  aiay  I  ne'er  to  evil  yield, 

Defended' from  above, 
And  kept,  and  cover'd  with  the  Ihield 

Of  thine  almighty  love. 
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HYMN     40. 
Breathing    after  Holiness, 

1  /^VThat  the  Lord  wou'd  guide  my  ways, 
^  To  keep  his  ftatutes  ftill ! 

0  that  my  God  would  give  me  grace, 
To  know  and  do  his  will  l 

2  Lord,  fend  thy  Spirit  down  to  write 

Thy  law  upon  my  heart ! 
Nor  let  my  tongue  indulge  deceit, 
Nor  aft  a  liar's  part. 

3  From  vanity,  Lord,  turn  mine  eyes  $ 

Let  no  corrupt  defign, 
No  covetous  defires  arife 
Within  this  foul  of  mine. 

4  Order  my  footfteps  by  thy  word, 

And  make  my  heart  fincere  -, 
Let  fin  have  no  dominion,  Lord, 
But  keep  my  confcience  clear. 

5  My  foul  hath  gone  too  far  aft  ray, 

My  feet  too  often  flip  j 

1  would  nor,  Lord,  forget  thy  way  j 

Bring  back  thy  wand'ring  fheep. 
■ 

6  Make  me  to  walk  in  thy  commands, 

'Tis  a  delightful  road  •, 
Nor  let  my  head,  my  heart,  or  hands j 
Offend  againil  my  God. 
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HYMN    41. 
P  r  eventing    Grace, 

X  Apt1  haft  thou,  Lord,  in  tender  Jove, 
^^  Prevented  my  requeft, 
And  fent  thy  Spirit  from  above,. 
An  -unexpected  gueft. 

2  Oft'  when  my  pray'r  was- fcarce  begun, 

Thou  did'it  thy  grace  impart, 
And  make  thy  pardoning  mercy  known,, 
And  feal  it  on  my  heart. 

3  Why  this  profusion  of  thy  grace 

On  fuch  a  worm  as  me  ? 
Father,  I  afk,  infixt  amaze  •, 
Explain  the  myftery. , 

4  How  canft  thou  to  a  finner's  cryv 

Incline  thy  pitying  ear.?. 
Thou  hear'ft  my  Advocate  on  high, 
And  wilt  for  ever  hear. . 

HYMN     42-        Luke  x>  39. 

! 
1   TPhe  one  thing  needful,  that  good  part, 
A  Which  Mary  chofe  with  all  her  heartv 
I  wou'd  purfuc  with  heart  and  mind, 
And  feek  unweary'd  till  I  find, .^ 
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2  But,  O  !   I'm  blind  and  ignorant ; 
The  Spirit  of  the  Lord  I  want 
To  guide  me  in  the  narrow  road,. 
1  hat  leads  to  happinefs  and  God. 

j  O  Lord  my  God,  to  thee  I  pray ; 
Teach  me  to  know,,  and  find  the  way, 
How  I  may  have  my  fins  forgiv'n, 
And  fafer  and  furely  get  to  heav'n* 

4  My  mind  enlighten  with  thy  light, 
That  I  may  underfland  aright 
The  glorious  gofpel-my  fiery, 

Which  fliews  the  way  to  heav'n  and  thee, 

5  Hidden- in  Christ  the treafure  lies, 
That  goodly  pearl  of  fo  great  price  \ 
No  other  way  but  Christ  there  is 
To  endlefs  happinefs  and  blifs. 

6  O  Jesus  Christ,  my  Lord  and  Goe5 
Who  haft  redeemed  me  by  thy  blood  • 
Unite  my  heart  fo  fall  to  thee," 

1  hat  we  may  never  parted  be. 

HYMN.    43.     A  Sinner's  prayer* 

1  \\ T'HENjgraciousLoRDjWhen  fhallit  be3 

^  %  That  I  fhall  find  my  all  in  thee  \. 
The  fuinefs  of  thy  promife  prove, 
The  feal  of  thine  eternaHove  ? 

2  Thee,  only  thee,  I  fain  wou'd  find, 
And  call  the  world  and  flefh  behind  ^ 
An  helplefs  foul,  I  come  to  thee., 
With  only  fin  and  mifery* 
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3  Lord,  I  am  lick,  my  ficknefs  cure  y 
I  want,  do  thou  enrich  the  poor  : 
Under  thy  mighty  hand  I  (loop, 

0  lift  the  abject  finner  up. 

4  Lord,  I  am  blind,  be  thou  my  fight ; 
Lord,  I  am  weak,  be  thou  my  might  -> 
An  helper  of  the  helplefs  be, 

And  let  me  find  my  all  in  thee. 

HYMN     44.         Thesa  m  e. 

1  f\  My  Lord,  what  muft  I  do  ? 
^^  Only  thou  the  way  canft  jfhew  \ 
Thou  canft  fave  me  in  this  hour^ 

1  have  neither  will  nor  pow'r: 
God  if  over  all  thou  art, 
Greater  than  the  finful  heart  •, 
Let  it  now  on  me  be  fhewn, 
Take  away  the  heart  of  ftone.. 

2  Take  away  my  darling  fin, 

'  Make  me  willing  to  be  clean  ; 
Make  me  willing  to  receive 
"What  thy  goodnefs  waits  to  give  : 
Force  me,  Lord,  with  all  to  part, 
Tear  all  idols  from  my  heart ; 
Let  thy.  pow'r  on  me  be  fhewn, 
Take  away  the  heart  of  ftone. 

3  Jesu',  mighty  to  renew, 
Work  in  me  to  will  and  do. 
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Turn  my  nature's  rapid  tide, 
Stem  the  torrent  of  my  pride  ; 
Stop  the  whirlwind  of  my  will ; 
.  Bid  corruptions,  Lord,  be  flill : 
Now  thy  lcve  almighty  {hew, 
Make  e;en  me  a  creature  new. 

Arm  of  God,  thy  ftrength  put  on, 
Bow  the  heavens,  and  come  down  1 
All  mine  unbelief  o'erthrow, 
Lay  th'  afpiring  mountain  low  •, 
Conquer  thy  word  foe  in  me. 
Get  thyfelf  the  victory  -, 
Save  the  vileft  of  the  race, 
Force  me  to  be  fav'd  by  grace. 
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The  pressure  of  sin.  - 

1  /^\  That  my  load  of  fin  wrere  gone  I 
^^  O  that  I  cou'd  at  laft  fubmit, 
At  Jesu's  feet  to  lay  it  down, 

To  lay  my  foul  at  Jesu's  feet ! 

2  When  Ihall  mine  eyes  behold  the  Lamb, 

The  God  of  my  falvation  fee  ! 
Weary,  O  Lord,  thou  know'ft  I  am  i 
Yet  ftill  I  cannot  come  to  thee. 

3  Reft  for  my  foul  I  long  to  find  ;y 

Saviour,  if  mine  indeed  thou  art, 
Give  me  thy  meek  and  lowly  mind, 
And  ftamp  thine  image  on  my  heart. 
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4  1  would,  but  thou  muft  give  the  powV, 

My  heart  from  ev'ry  lin  releafe  •, 
Bring  near,  bring  near  the  joyful  hour, 
And  fill  me  with  thy  heav'nly  peace. 

5  Come,  Lord,  the  drooping  Tinner  chear, 

Let  not  my  Jesus  long  delay ; 
Appear,  in  my  hard  heart  appear, 
My  God,  my  Saviour,  come  away  ! 

H  Y  M  N     46.         An  humble  hope. 

(~^\  What  fhall  1  do  my  Saviour  to  praife, 
^-^So  faithful  and  true,ib  plenteous  in  grace; 
So  ftrong  to  deliver,  fo  good  to  redeem 
The  weakeft  believer  that  hangs  upon  him? 

2  How  happy  the  man  whofe  heart  is  fet  free, 
The  people  that  can  be  joyful  in  thee  ! 
Their  joy  is  to  walk  in  the  light  of  thy 

face, 
And  ftill  they  are  talking  of  Jesus's  grace. 

3  Their  daily  delight  fhall  be  in  thy  name  \ 
They  fhall  as  their  right  thy  righteoufnefs 

claim  ; 
Thy  righteoufnefs  wearing,  and  cleans'd 

by  thy  blood, 
Bold  fhall  they  appear  in  the  pretence  of 

God. 

4  For  thou  art  their  boaft,  their  glory  and 

pow'r  •, 
And  1  alfo-truft  to  fee  the  glad  hour, 
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My  ibul's  new  creation,  a   life  from  the 

dead, 
The  Jay  of  falvation,  that  lifts  up  my  head. 

5  Yes,  Lord,  I  fhali  fee  the  blifs  of  thine 
own  j 
Thy  mercy  to  me  iliall   foon   be  made 

known  •, 
For  furrow  and  fadnefs,  I  joy  fh all  receive, 
Andihare  in  thegladnefs  of  all  that  believe, 

HYMN     47. 
The  voice  of  Christ. 

HP  h  e  voice  of  my  Beloved  founds 
A    Over  the  rocks  and  rifing  grounds  ; 
O'er  hills  of  guilt,  and  feas  of  grief, 
He  leaps,  he  flies  to  my  relief. 

Now  thro'  the  veil  of  flelh  1  fee, 
With  eyes  of  love  he  looks  on  me ; 
Now  in  the  Gofpel's  cleared  glafs, 
He  (hews  the  beauties  of  his  face, 

;  Gently  he  draws  my  heart  along 
Both  with  his  beauties  and  his  tongue  ; 
"  Rife,  faith  my  Lord,  and  come  awayf 
"  No  mortal  joys  are  worth  thy  ftay/' 

[  Lo !  glad  I  come  •,  and  thou,  bleft  Lamb, 
Shalt  take  me  to  thee  as  I  am  •,  - 
Nothing  but  fin  I  thee  can  give, 
.Nothing  but  lo^e  fhall  I  receive, 
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HYMN     48*       Humiliation. 

1  Chew  pity,  Lord,  O Lord  forgive -, 
^  Let  a  repenting  rebel  live : 

Are  not  thy  mercies  large  and  free  ? 
May  not  a  {inner  truft  in  thee  ? 

2  My  crimes  are  great,  but  don't  furpafs 
The  pow'r  and  glory  of  thy  grace  -, 
Great  God,  thy  nature  hath  no  bound, 
So  let  thy  pard'ning  love  be  found. 

3  O  wafh  my  foul  from  ev'ry  fin, 

And  make  my  guilty  confcience  clean  j 
Here  on  my  heart  the  burden  lies, 
And  paft  -offences  pain  my  eyes. 

4  My  lips  withfhame  my  fins  confefs, 
Againft  thy  law,  againft  thy  grace  ; 
Lord,  fhould  thy  judgment  grow  fevere, 
I  am  condemn'd,  but  thou  art  clear. 

5  Yet  fave  a  trembling  finner,  Lord, 
Whofehope5ftillhov'ring  round  thy  word, 
Wou'd  light  on  fome  fv/eetpromife  there, 
Some  fure  fupport  againft  defpair. 

HYMN     49.        The    same. 
Psalm    li. 

1   f~\  Thou  that  hear'ft  when  finners  cry, 
^-^  Tho5  all  my  crimes  before  thee  lie  \ 
Behold  me  not  with  angry  look, 
But  blot  their  mem'ry  from  thy  book. 
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2  I  cannot  live  without  thy  light, 

Caft  out  and  banifh'd  from  thy  fight ; 
Thy  faving  grace,  O  Lord,  refcore  ■> 
And  guard  me  that  I  fall  no  more. 

3  Though  I  have  griev'd  thy  Spirit,  Lord, 
Its  help  and  comfort  ftill  afford  •, 

And  let  a  wretch  come  near  thy  throne. 
To  plead  the  merits  of  thy  Son. 

4  My  foul  lies  humbled  in  the  duft, 
And  owns  thy  awful  fentence  jufl ; 
Look  down,  O  Lord,  with  pitying  eye3 
And  fave  a  foul  condemned  to  die. 

5  Then  will  I  teach  the  world  thy  ways, 
Sinners  ihall  learn  thy  fov'reign  grace  -, 
I'll  lead  them  to  my  Saviour's  blood, 
And  they  fliall  praife  a  pard'ning  God* 

HYMN     50.         Thesame, 

1  T   o  r  d,  I  am  vile,  conceiv'd  in  fin, 
-^  And  born  unholy,,  and  unclean  ; 
Sprung  from  the  man  whofe  guilty  fail 
Corrupts  the  race,  and  taints  us  all. 

2  Soon  as  we  draw  our  infant  breath 
The  feeds  cf  fin  grow  up  for  death  j 
Thy  law  demands  a  perfedt  heart, 
But  we're  defil'd  in  ev'ry  part. 

3  Great  God  !   create  my  heart  anew, 
And  form  my  fpirit  pure  and  true  -, 
O  make  me  wife  betimes,  to  fpy 
"My  danger  and  my  remedy. 
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4  Behold,  I  fall  before" thy  face, 
My  only  refuge  is  thy  grace  •, 

No  outward  forms  can  make  me  clean. 
The  leprofy  lies  deep  within. 

5  Jesus,  my  God,  thy  blood  alone 
Hath  pow'r  fufficient  to  atone  ; 

Thy  blood  can  make  me  white  as  fnow, 
No  other  thing  can  cleanfe  me  foj A'  i 

6  While  guilt  difturbs  and  breaks  my  peace; 
Nor  flefh,  nor  foul  hath  reft  or  eafe  •, 
Lord,  let  me  hear  thy  pard'ning  voice, 
And  make  my  broken  heart  rejoice. 

HYMN     51*        The    same. 

i    T    o  r  d,  I  would  fpread  my  fore  diftrefc 
^  And  guilt  before  thine  eyes ; 
Againft  thy  laws,  againft  thy  grace, 
How  high  my  crimes  arife  ! 

2  I  from  the  flock  of  Adam  came, 

Unholy  and  unclean  •, 
All  my  original  is  fhame, 
And  all  my  nature  fin. 

3  Born  in  a  world  of  guilt,  I  drew 

Contagion  with  my  breath  •, 
And  as  my  days  advanced,  I  grew 
A  jufter  prey  for  death. 
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4  Cleanie  me,  O  Lord,  and  chear  my  foul 

With  thy  forgiving  love  \ 
O  make  my  broken  fpirit  whole, 
And  bid  my  fins  remove. 

5  Let  not  thy  Spirit  quite  depart, 

Nor  drive  me  from  thy  face  •, 
Create  anew  my  vicious  heart, 
And  fill  it  with  thy  grace, 

6  Then/will  I  make  thy  mercy  known 

Before  the  fons  of  men  ; 
Backfliders  fhall  addrefs  thy  throne, 
And  turn  to  God  again. 

H  Y  M  N     ?2-     For  seriousness. 

i   'TT^hou  God  of  glorious  majefty  ! 
JL     To  thee,  again  ft  myfelf,  to  thee, 
A  worm  of  earth  I  cry  : 
An  half-awaken'd  child  of  man, 
An  heir  of  endlefs  biifs  or  pain, 
A  finner  born  to  die. 

2  Lo  !  on  a  narrow  neck  of  land, 
'Twixt  two  unbounded  feas  I  ftand, 

Secure  — infenfible ! 
A  point  of  time,  a  moment's  fpace, 
Removes  me  tc  that  heav'nly  place, 

Or  fhufcs  me  up  in  hell. 
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3  O  God,  mine  inmoft  foul  convert ! 
And  deeply  oh  my  thoughtful  heart 

Eternal  things  imprefs  ; 
Give  me  to  feel  their  folemn  weight* 
And  tremble  on  the  brink  of  fate, 
And  'wake  to  righteoufnefs. 


'b* 


Before  me  place  in  dread  array, 
The  pomp  of  that  tremendous  day* 

When  thou  with  clouds  fhalt'com£, 
To  judge  the  nations  at  thy  bar, 
And  tell  me,  Lord,    fhall  I  be  there, 

To  meet  a  joyful  doom  ! 

Be  this  my  great  one  bus'nefs  here* 
With  ferious  induftry  and  fear, 

My  future  bliis  tf  enfure  ! 
Thine  utmoft  counfel  to  fulfil, 
A,nd  fuffer  all  thy  righteous  will, 

And  to  the  end  endure. 

Then,  Saviour,  then  my  foul  receive, 
Transported  from  the  vale,  to  live 

And  reign  with  thee  above ; 
Where  faith  is  fweetly  loft  in  fight, 
And  hope  in  full  fupreme  delight* 

And  everlafting  love, 
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H  Y  M  N     53. 
The    voice    of    Christ. 

TT  ark!  my  foul,  it  is  the  Lord  ! 
*  *  5Tis  thy  Saviour,  hear  his  word  \ 
JesuS  fpeaks,  and  fpeaks  to  thee, 
Say,  poor  finner,  lov'fl  thou  me  ! 

I  deliver'd  thee,  when  bound, 
And  when  wounded,  heal'd  thy  wound  ; 
Sought  thee  wand'ring,  fet  thee  right, 
Turn'd  thy  darknefs  into  light. 

Can  a  woman's  tender  care 
Ceafe  toward  the  child  fhe  bare  ? 
Yes,  (lie  may  forgetful  be, 
Yet  will  I  remember  thee. 

Mine  is  an  unchanging  love^ 
Higher  than  the  heights  above, 
Deeper  than  the  depths  beneath, 
Free  and  faithful,  flrong  as  death  £ 

Thou  fhalt  fee  my  glory  foon, 
When  the  work  of  grace  is  done 
Partner  of  my  throne  fhalt  be, 
Say,  poor  finner,  lov'ft  thou  me  ? 

Lord*  it  is  my  chief  complaint, 
That  my  love  is  weak  and  faint ; 
Yet  I  love  thee,  and  adore, 
O  for  grace  to  love  thee  more ! 
D 
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H  Y  M  N     54. 

The    day    of    espousals. 

C  weet  was  the  hour,  the  minutes  fweet^ 
k^  When  my  Beloved  me  did  meet, 

His  death  to  evidence  : 
My  heart,  which  wounded  wras  before, 
Kindly  he  bound  ;  therein  did  pour 

Love's  healing  quinteflence. 

Death's  heritage  he  then  laid  walle, 
And  calm'd  each  ftormy  furious  blaft, 

And  cancel'd  all  my  fins  ; 
Placing  his  crofs  before  my  eyes, 
"  Look  to  me,  and  be  fav'd,"  he  cries, 

From  death  thy  life  begins. 

Sweet  was  the  feaft  my  heart  enjoy'd, 
I  ate,  I  drank,  nor  was  I  cloy'd, 

For  more  I  thirfled  ftill : 
Here  let  me  flay,  I  longing  pray'd, 
Sure  this  is  Achor's  vale,  I  faid, 
Or  holy  Tabor's  hill. 

His  left  hand  under  me  was  plac'd, 
And  his  right  hand  my  foul  embraced, 

His  kindnefs  fweet  did  prove  : 
Safely  I  fat  beneath  his  fhade, 
Quite  round  my  foul  he  overfprcad 

His  canopy  of  lover 
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5  I  fung,  aflur'd  of  Jesu's  love, 
Refrefh'd  with  manna  from  above, 

For  flefh  no  more  I  cry'd : 
Warm'd  with  the  fun's  enliv'ning  beams, 
I  laid  me  down  at  Shiloh's  dreams, 

Content  and  fatisfy'd. 

6  Untouch'd  by  Satan's  envious  crew, 
Upon  my  fleece,   like  drops  of  dew, 

His  free  grace  did  defcend  : 
Strangers  in  vain  attempt  to  tell 
The  joy  immenfe,  unfpeakable, 

I  found  in  Christ  my  friend. 

7  Thus  freed  from  bondage,  I  did  prove 
The  fweets  of  his  redeeming  love, 

And  bafk'd  in  funny  beams  : 
In  this  fweet  frame  may  I  rejoice, 
Still  hearken  to  my  Saviour's  voice, 

Still  drink  thoie  living  dreams  ! 

H  Y  M-N.     ??.       The   petition. 

i   /^V  Deared  Lord,  give  me  an  heart 
^^  Inflam'd  with  love  to  thee  ; 
That  thro'  thy  tedious  toil  and  fmart, 
My  foul  may  happy  be. 

2  I  v/ant,  O  Lord,  from  fin  to  flee, 
And  in  thy  wounds  to  red  \ 
Bid  me  by  faith  come  near  to  thee, 
And  lean  upon  thy  bread. 
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3  Still  let  a  fcnfe'of  what  thou'ft  done, 

In  my  hard  heart  be  felt ; 
That  by  the  love  to  me  thou'ft  fhewn, 
My  inmoft  foul  may  melt. 

4  O  may  I  never,  never  faint, 

Refrefh'dby.  ftreams  of  love  j 
Till  in  thy  glory,  as  a  faint, 
I  live  with  thole  above. 

5  O  may  I  now  my  all  give  up 

To  thee  my  dearefl  Lord  ; 
And  wait  with  all  thy  faints  to  fup 
Around  the  fcftal  board. 

HYMN     56. 

Christ  precious    to    a    believer. 

i    Tesus,  I  love  thy  charming  name, 
J      5Tis  mufic  to  my  ear ; 
Fain  wou'd  I  found  it  out  fo  loud 
That  earth  andheav'ii  might  hear. 

2  Yes,  thou  art  precious  to  my  foul, 

My  tranfport,  and  my  truft  -, 
Jewels  to  thee  are  gaudy  toys, 
And  gold  is  fordid  dud.- 

3  All  my  capacious  pow'rs  can  wifb, 

In  thee  moil  richly  meet j 
Nor  to  my  eyes  is  light  fo  dear, 
Nor  friendfhip  half  fo  fweet. 
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4  O  may  thy  grace  ftill  chear  my  heart ! 

And  flied  its  fragrance  there  ! 
The  nobleft  balm  of  all  its  wounds,- 
The  cordial  of  its  care. 

5  I'll  fpeak  the  honours  of  thy  name 

With  my  laft  lab'ring  breath  ; 
When  jpeechlefs,  clafp  thee  in  my  arms  ^ 
My  joy  in  life  and  death  ! 

HYMN     57. 
Praise  to  Christ. 

1  Pome  let  us  join  our  chearful  fongs 
^  With  angels  round  the  throne  ; 
Ten  thoufand  thoufand  are  their  tongues, 

But  all  their  joys  are  one. 

2  "Worthy  the  Lamb  that  dy'd,"  they  cry, 

To  be  exalted  thus  ; 
"  Worthy  the  Lamb,"  our  lips  reply, 
For  he  was  {lain  for  us. 

3  Jesus  is  worthy  to  receive 

Honour  and  pow'r  divine  ; 
And  bleflings  more  than  we  can  give, 
Be,  Lord,  for  ever  thine. 

4  Let  all  that  dwell  above  the  fky, 

And  air,  and  earth,  and  feas  •,  ' 
Confpire  to  lift  thy  glories  high, 
And  fpeak  thine  endlefs  praife. 
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5  Xet  all  creation  join  in  one, 
To  blefs  the  facred  name 
Of  him,  that  fits  upon  the  throne, 
And  to  adore  the  Lamb. 

HYMN     5g. 

Christ    our    wisdom. 

i    Oow  heavy  is  die  night, 
*  -**  That  hangs  upon  our  eyes  j 
Till  Christ  with  his  reviving  light, 
Upon  our  fouls  arife  ? 

2  Our  guilty  fpirits  dread 

To  meet  the  wrath  of  heav'n  -, 
But  in  his  righteoufnefs  array'd, 
We  fee  our  fins  forgiv'n. 

3  Unholy  and  impure 

Are  all  our  thoughts  and  ways 
His  hands  infefted  nature  cure, 
With  fen&ifying  grace. 

4  The  pow'rs  of  hell  agree 
To  hold  our  fouls,  in  vain  *, 

Ilefets  the  fons  of  bondage  free, 
And  breaks  the  curled  chain. 

5  Lord,  we  adore  thy  ways, 
To  bring  us  near  to  God  ; 

Thy  fov'reign  pow'r,  thy  healing  grace, 
And  thine  atoning:  blood. 
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HYMN     5g. 

Christ's  compassion  to  the  tempted, 

i   \XT  IT  H  joy  we  meditate  the  grace 
*  *        Of  our  High  prieft  above  -y 
His  heart  is  made  of  tendcrneis, 
His  bowels  melt  with  love. 

2  Touched  with  a  fympathy  within, 

He  knows  our  feeble  frame  • 
He  knows  what  fore  temptations  mean. 
For  he  hath  felt  the  fame. 

3  He  in  the  days  of  feeble  fiefh 

Pour'd  out  ftrong  cries  and  tears  •, 
And  in  his  meafure  feels  afrcfh 
What  ev'ry  member  bears. 

4  He'll  never  quench  the  fmoaking  fikxy 

But  raife  it  to  a  flame  ; 
The  bruifed  reed  he  never  breaks, 
Nor  fcorns  the  meaneil  name. 

5  Then  let  our  humble  faith  addrefs 

His-  mercy  and  his  pow'r  ; 
We  fhall  obtain  deliv'ring  grace 
In  the  diftrefling  hour. 
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H  Y  M  N     60.        Love. 

1    TLIappv  the  heart  where  graces  reign, 
A  A     Where  love  infpires  the  breaft  ; 
Love  is  the  brighteft  of  the  train, 
And  perfects  all  the  reft. 

z  Knowledge,  alas !   xtis  all  in  vain, 
And  all  in  vain  our  fear-, 
Our  ftubborn  fins  will  fight  and  reign, 
If  love  be  abfent  there. 

3  'Tis  love  that  makes  our  chearful  feet 

In  fwift  obedience  move  •, 
The  devils  know,  and  tremble  too  ; 
But  Satan  cannot  love. 

4  This  is  the  grace  that  lives  and  fings, 

When  faith  and  hope  fliall  ceafe  ; 
'Tis  this  fliall  ftrike  our  joyful  ftrings, 
In  the  fweet  realms  of  blifs. 

5  When  join'd  to  that  harmonious  throng, 

That  fills  the  choirs  above  •, 
Then  fliall  we  tune  our  golden  harps, 
And  ev'ry  note  be  love. 
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M  Y  M  N     61." 
Light    in'Darknes-s. 


1  TVyTY  God,  the  fpringof  all  my  joys, 
1VA   The  }jfe  0f  my  delights  ; 

The  glory  of  my  brightefl:  days,. 
And  comfort  of  my  nights  ! 

2  In  darkeft  {hades  if  thou  appear, 

My  dawning  is  begun  ! 
Thou  art  my  foul's  bright  niorning-ftar, 
And  thou  my  rifing  fun.. 

3  The  opening  heav'ns  around  me  fhine 

With  beams  of  facred  blif% 
When  Jesus  (hews  his  mercy's  mine, 
And  whifpers,.  I  am  his. 

4  My  foul-  cou'd  leave  this  heavy  clay, 

At  that  tranfporting  word  jr 
Run  up  with  joy  the  fhining  way 
To  meet  and  praife  my  Lord. 

5  Fearlefs  of  hell  and  ghaftly  death,. 

I'd  break  thro'  ev'ry  foe  ; 
The  wings  of  love,  and  arms  of  faithr 
Shall  bear  me  conqu'ror  through, 
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HYMN     62- 

Chris  t  's    love    universal 

1  rX1HE  Saviour's  love  once  truly  known, 

-**  The  man  of  fin,  and  felf  pulls  down  •, 
Humbles  the  finner  at  his  feet, 
And  makes  his  wounds  and  pafilon  fweet. 

2  Bow'd  down  in  fhame  we  gladly  own 
The  work  to  be  the  Lord's  alone  -, 
To  him  our  very  all  we  owe, 

"What  of  ourfelves,  or  God,  we  know. 

3  Our  works  no  longer  then  we  praife, 
Nothing  extol  but  Jesu's  grace  ; 
Free  and  unmerited  we  prove 

The  boundlefs  height  and  depth  of  love, 

4  While  thus  we  learn  the  needful  part, 
Shame  fills,  love  warms  the  grateful  heart; 
While  on  his  fufPring  form  we  mufe, 
Our  cares  and  very  thoughts  we  loie, 

5  We  ftand  amaz'd,  and  wonder  why 
The  Saviour  cou'd  for  finners  die  * 
We  blufh  to  fee  him  in  his  blood  $ 
Yet  here  we  look,  and  drop  our  load 

6  Then,  O  my  foul,  how  canft  thou  be 
So  cold  to  him,  whody'd  for  thee  ! 
All  bleffings  from  the  crofs  proceed, 
Look  there,  my  foul,  in  all  thy  need. 
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HYMN     63.  Phil.  iv.  4. 

i   T>  Ejoice,  the  Lord  is  King, 
-*^     Your  God  and  King  adore  ;- 
Mortals  give  thanks,  and  fing, 

And  triumph  evermore  : 
Lift  up  your  hearts,  lift  up  your  voice  ^ 
Rejoice;  again  I  fay,  Rejoice. 

2  Jesus  the  Saviour  reigns, 

The  God  of  truth  and  love  ; 
When  he  had  purg'd  our  ftains, 

He  took  his  feat  above  : 
Lift  up  your  hearts,  lift  up  your  voice  ^ 
Rejoice  ;  again  I  fay,  Rejoice. 

;  His  kingdom  cannot  fail, 

He  rules  o'er  earth  and  heav'n  ; 
The  keys  of  death  and  hell 
Are  to  our  Jesus  giv'n : 
Lift  up  your  hearts,  lift  up  your  voice  5 
Rejoice;  again  I  fay,  Rejoice. 

He  fits  at  God's  right  hand, 

Till  all  his  foes  fubmit 
And  bow  to  his  command, 

And  fall  beneath  his  feet  : 
Lift  up  your  hearts,  lift  up  your  voice  j 
Rejoice  s  again  I  fay,  Rejoice. 
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5  He  all  his  foes  (hall  quell, 

.  Shall  all  our  fins  deftroy  -, 
And  ev'ry  bofom  fwell 

With  pure  feraphic  joy  : 
Lift  up  your  hearts,  lift  up  your  voice ; 
Rejoice;  again  I  fay,  Rejoice. 

6  Rejoice  In  glorious  hope, 

Jesus  the  Judge  ihall  come, 
And  take  his  fervants  up 

To  their  eternal  home  : 
We  foon  fhall  hear  th'  archangel's  voice,. 
The  trump  of  God  fhall  found,  Rejoice. 

HYMN     64. 

The    Believer  's    r  e  qjj  est. 

i    Tesus,  the  Saviour  of  my  foul, 
•J      Be  thou  my  heart's  delight  -, 
Remain  the  fame  to  me  alway, 
My  joy  by  day  and  night. 

2  Hungry  and  thirfty  after  thee 

May  I  be  found  each  hour  • 
Humble  in  heart,  and  happy  kept, 
By  thy  almighty  pow'r. 

3  O  may  I  never  once  forget 

What  a  poor  worm  I  am  ; 
From  death  and  hell  redeemed  by  blood, 
The  blood  of  God's  dear  Lamb. 
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J 

4  May  thy  bleft  Spirit  in  my  heart, 

Sweetly  diffule  abroad 
The  love  of  God,  th'  incarnate  God, 
Who  bought  me  with  his  blood. 

5  In  holy  reverence  I  wou'd 

With  all  my  heart  retain 
Th'  atonement  made  by  Jesu's  blood, 
And  all  his  wounds  and  pain. 

6  The  myfl'ry  of  redeeming  love 

Be  ever  dear  to  me  ; 
And  may  the  fleih  and  blood  of  Christ 
My  choiceft  dainty  be. 


HYMN 
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Desiring  assurance  of  God's  favour. 

1  Internal  fource  of  joys  divine, 
-^   To  thee  my  foul  afpires  : 

O  could  I  fay,  "  The  Lord  is  mine/* 
'Tis  all  my  foul  defires. 

2  Thy  fmile  can  give  me  real  joy, 

Unmingled,  and  refin'd  j 

Subftantial  blifs  without  alloy, 

And  lafting  as  the  mind. 

3  Thy  fmile  can  gild  the  (hade's  of  woe, 

Bid  ilormy  trouble  ceafe, 
Spread  the  fair  dawn  of  heav'n  below, 
And  fweeten  pain  to  peace. 
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4  My  hope,  my  truft,  my  life,  my  Lord  I 

Allure  me  of  thy  love; 
O  fpeak  the  kind  tranfporting  word,. 
And  bid  my  fears  remove. 

5  Then  {hall  my  thankfuL  powers  rejoice,. 

And  triumph  in  my  God, 
Till  heav'nly  rapture  tunes  my  voice, 
To  fpread  thy  praife  abroad. 

HYMN     66- 

Tin   NEW   COVENANT   SEALED, 

■ 

I   "  'The  promife  of  my  Father's  love 
■*       ct  Shall  (land  for  ever  good  :" 
He  faid,  and  gave  his  foul  to  death, 
And  feal'd  the  grace  with  blood. 

2  To  this  dear  covenant  of  thy  word, 

I  fet  my  worthlefs  name  ; 
I  feal  th'  engagement  to  my  Lord, 
And  make,  my  humble  claim. 

3  The  light,  and  ftrength,&  pard'ning  grac'e^ | 

And  glory  fhall  be  mine  •, 
My  life  and  foul,  my  heart  and  flefli, 
And  all  my  pow'rs  are  thine. 

4  I  call  that  legacy  mine  own, 
Which  Jesus  did  bequeath, 
?Twas  purchas'd  with  a  dying  groan, 
And  raoify'd  in  death. 


HYMN     67.  63. 

;  Sweet  is  the  mem'ry  of  his  name, 
Who  blefs'd  us  in  his  will, 
And  to  his  teftament  of  love 
Made  his  own  life  the  feaL 

H  Y  M  N     67. 

Christ    our    only    refuge. 

TJTow   bleft  are  they,  whofe  feet  have 

■*  *-         found 

The  way  unto  Immaxuel^  ground  ; 

And  fttadfaftly  do  walk  therein, 

Far  from  the  crooked  paths  of  fin  ! 

Their  weary  fpirits  fweetly  reft 
Contentedly  on  Jesv's  breaft  ; 
They  fo  much  of  his  mercy  prove, 
As  that  they  cannot  help  but  love. 

In  peace  their  hearts  enjoy  the  Lamb, 
Who  once  was  wrapt  in  human  frame  ; 
They  view  within  his  bloody  rays, 
The  obje£t  of  eternal  praife. 

His  Spirit  (hews  their  fins  fofgiv'n, 
And  feals  them  for  the  heirs  OT  heav'n  ; 
And  gives  them  patience  here  to  wait 
Till  Jesus  them  to  blifs  translate. 

He  arms  them  for  the  evil  day, 
And  while  in  heart  with  him  they  ftay, 
He  guides  them  with  his  mighty  pow'r, 
And  brings  them  thro'  the  trying  hour. 
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6  Then  reft,  my  loul,  upon  thy  Lord, 
Ev'n  Jesus  Christ,  the  living  Word  ; 
And  then  thy  joy  fhall  ne'er  decay, 
Till  it  break  out  in  endlefs  day. 

HYMN     68-  Ephes.  Si  iy. 

i  Y~\  F  him  who  did  falvation  bring, 
^^   I  cou'dfor  ever  think-  and  fing  ! 
Arife,  ye  guilty,   he'll  forgive ; 
Arife,  ye  poor,  he  will  relieve. 

2  Eternal  Lord,  almighty  King ! 

All  heav'n  doth  with  thy  triumphs  ring. 
Thou  conquer'ft  all,  beneath,  above, 
Devils  with  force,  and  men  with  love  ! 

3  Afk  but  his  grace,  and  lo !  'tis  giv'n  ; 
Afk,  and  he  turns  your  hell  to  heav'n  •, 
Tho'  fin  and  forrow  wound  my  foul, 
Jesu,  thy  balm  can  make  it  whole. 

4  Guide  thou,  O  Lord,    guide  thou  my 

courfe, 
And  draw  me  on  with  thy  fweet  force; 
Still  make  me  walk,  ftill  make  me  tend, 
Be  thee  my  way,  to  God  my  end. 

HYMN     69.       To    Jesus  Christ. 

Thou  in  whom  the  Gentiles  truft* 
Thou  only  holy,  ojilyjuft.; 
O  tune  our  fouls  to  praife  thy  name, 
Jesus  !  unchangeable,  the  fame  ! 
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2  It  angels,  whilft  to  thee  they  fing, 
Wrap  up  their  faces  in  their  wing; 
How  fhall  we  finful  duft  draw  nigh, . 
Thy  great  and  awful  Majefty  ? 

3  Glory  to  thee  aufpicious  Lamb  ! 
Thou  holy  Lord,  thou  great  I  am  ! 
With  all  our  pow'r  thy  grace  we  blels ; 
Our  joy,  our  peace,  our  righteoufnefs  ! 

4  Live,  ever-glorious, Jesus  !  live, 
Worthy  all  bleflings  to  receive  I 
Worthy  on  high  enthroned  to  fit, 
With  ev'ry  pow'r  beneath  thy  feet ! 

5  Bleflings  for  ever  on  the  Lamb, 
Who  bore  the  cuffe  for  finful  man  ; 
Let  angels  found  the  facred  name, 
And  ev'ry  creature  fay  Amen. 
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TLT  ail,  thou  once  defpifed  Jesus  ! 
-*     -    Hail,  thou  Galilean  King  ! 
Who  didft  fuffer  to  releafe  us, 

Who  didft.  free  falvation  bring  ! 
Hail,  thou  univerial  Saviour, 

Who  hail  born  our  fin  and  flume, 
By  whofe  merits  we  find  favour, 

Life  is  given  thro'  thy  name  ! 
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2  Pafcal  Lamb  by  God  appointed, 

All  our  fins  were  on  thee  laid  ! 
By  almighty  love  anointed, 

Thou  haft  full  atonement  made  ^ 
Ev'ry  fin  may  be  forgiv'n, 

Thro'  the  virtue  of  thy  blood ; 
Open'd  is  the  gate  of  heav'n, 

Peace  is  made  'twixt  man  and  God. 

3  Jesus,  hail !  enthroned  in  glory, 

There  for  ever  to  abide.! 
All  the  heav'nly  hofls  adore  thee, 

Seated  at  my  Father's  fide  : 
There  for  finners  thou  art  pleading, 

Spare  them  yet  another  year  y — 
Thou  for  faintyart  interceding, 

Till  in  glory  they  appear. 

4  Worfhip,  honour,  pow'r  and  bleffing, 

Christ  is  worthy  to  receive — 
Loudeft  praifes  without  ceafing, 

Meet  it  is  for  us  to  give  ! 
Help,  ye  bright  angelic  fpirits, 

Bring  your  fweeteft,  nobleft  lays, 
Help  to  fing  Christ  Jesu's  merits, 

Help  to  chaunt  Immanuel's  praife. 

HYMN     71.     The   s ' /> 
J 
I   C^ O  m  e,  let  us  all  unite  to.praifc 
^     ThcSaviour  of  mankind, 
Our  thankful  hearts  in  folemn  lays 
Be  with  our  voices  join'd. 
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2  But  how  fhall  dull  his  worth  declare. 

When  angels  try  in  vain  5 
Their  faces  veil  when  they  appear 
Before  the  Son  of  man. 

3  O  Lord,  we  cannot  filent  be, 

By  love  we  are  eonftrain'd 
To  offer  our  bed  thanks  to  thee, — 
Our  Saviour,  and  our  friend  ! 

4  Tho'  feeble  are  our  bed  efl^ys, 

Thy  love  will  not  defpife 
Our  grateful  fongs  of  humble  praife^ 
Our  well-meant  facrifice. 

5  Let  ev'ry  tongue  thy  goodnefs  fhow, 

And  fpread  abroad  thy  fame  ; 
Let  ev'ry  heart  with  praife  overflow, 
And  blefs  thy  iacred  name ! 

6  Worfhip  and  honour,  thanks  and  love, 

Be  to  our  Jesus  giv'n ! 
By  men  below, — by  hofts  above, — 
By  all  in  earth  and  heav'n  ! 

II  Y  M  N     72.         Redeeming    love* 

1    XT  ow  begin  the  heav'nly  theme, 
*       Sing  aloud  in  Jesu's  name  -, 
Ye,  who  Jesu's  kindnefs  proveK 
Triumph  in  redeeming  love. 
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2  Ye,  who  fee  the  Father's  grace, 
Beaming  in  the  Saviour's  face  ; 
As  to  Canaan  on  ye  move, 
Praife  and  blefs  redeeming  love. 

3  Mourning  fouls,  dry  up  your  tears  •, 
Banifli  all  your  guilty  fears  ; 

See  your  guilt  and  curfe  remove, 
CancelPd  by  redeeming  love. 

4  Ye,  alas  !  who  long  have  been 
Willing  flaves  of  death  and  fin  •, 
Nov/  from  blifs  no  longer  rove, 
Stop — and  tafle  redeeming  love. 

5  Welcome,  all  by  fin  oppreft, 
Welcome  all  to  Jesus  Christ  ; 
Nothing  brought  him  from  above, 
Nothing-  but  redeeming  love. 

6  He  fubdu'd  th'  infernal  pow'rs, 
His  tremendous  foes  and  ours, 
From  their  curfed  empire  drove, 
Mighty  in  redeeming  love. 

7  Hither  then  your  mufic  bring, 
Strike  aloud  each  joyful  ftring  -7 
Mortalsjoin  the  hofts  above, 
Join  to  praife  redeeming  love. 
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HYMN     73.         A    Prayer; 

i 
I 

i   T^E  with  me,  Lord,  where'er  I  go ; 
Learn  me  what  thou  wou'd'ft  have 
me  do  ; 
Suggeft  whate'er  I  think  or  fay  £ 
Direct  me  in  the  narrow  way. 

1  Prevent  me,  left  I  harbour  pride  ; 
Left  I  in  my  own  ftrength  confide ; 
Shew  me  my  weaknefs,  let  me  fee 
I  have  my  pow'r,  my  all  from  thee* 

3  Enrich  me  alway  with  thy  love  ; 
My  kind  protector  ever  prove; 
Thy  fignet put  upon  my  breaft, 
And  let  thy  Spirit  on  me  reft* 

4.  Afllft,  and  teach  me  how  to  pray  ; 
Incline  my  nature  to  obey ; 
What  thou  abhorr'ft,  that  let  me  flee* 
And  only  love  what  pleafes  thee. 

5  O  may  I  never  do  my  wiil, 
But  thine,  and  only  thine  fulfil ; 
Let  all  my  time,  and  all  my  ways^ 
Be  fpent  and  ended  to  thv  praife* 
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HYMN     74        Psalm  xciii. 

i  VE  fervants  of  God, 

A       Your  mailer  proclaim  ; 
And  publifh  abroad 

His  wonderful  name : 
The  name  all-vi£torious 

Of  Jesus  extol ; 
His  kingdom  is  glorious, 

And  rules  over  all. 

2  God  ruleth  on  high, 

Almighty  to  fave^ 
And  ftill  he  is  nigh, 

His  prefence  we  have : 
The  great  congregation 

His  triumph  fhall  fing, 
Afcrrbing  falvation 

To  Jesus  our  King, 

3  Salvation  to  God, 

Who  fits  on  the  throne  j 
Let  all  cry  aloud, 

And  honour  the  Son : 
Our  Jesus's  praifes 

The  angels  proclaim, 
Fall  down  on  their  faces, 

And  worfhip  the  Lamb. ' 

Then  let  us  adore, 

And  give  him  his  right  j 

All  glory  and  pow'r, 
And  wifdom  and  might : 


HYMN    75.  jt 

All  honour  and  blefiing, 

With  angels  above ; 
And  thanks  never-ceafing, 

And  infinite  love. 

HYMN     75.         Te    Deum, 

1  TJ  O  W  can  we  adore, 

**  •*     Or  worthily  praife 
Thy  gooclnefs  and  pow'r, 

Thou  God  of  all  grace  ! 
With  honour  and  blefiing 

Before  thee  we  fall, 
Moft  gladly  confefllng 

Thee  Father  of  all. 

2  The  heav'ns  and  earth, 

And  water  and  air, 
To  thee  owe  their  birth, 

Subfift  by  thy  care  -9 
While  ano-els  are  finging 

Thy  praifes  above, 
We  mortals  are  bringing 

Our  tribute  of  love. 

3  Thou,  Saviour,  art  one 

With  God  the  iupreme, 
His  eternal  Son, 

And  equal  with  him  : 
Invefted  with  glory, 

On  high  doft  thou  fit, 
While  angels  adore  thee, 

And  bow  at  thy  feet. 
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4  How  great  was  thy  love  ! 

How  wond'rous  thy  grace! 
Thou  cam'ft  from  above 

To  fave  a  lpit  race  ; 
And  man  to  deliver, 

X)fwoman  was  born- 
That  every  believer 

To  God  might  return. 

5  How  foon  will  thy  feat 

Of  jydgment  appear  ! 
Prepare  us  to  meet, 

And  welcome  thee  there  ! 
Thy  witneffing  Spirit 

In  us  fhed  abroad  ; 
And  bid  us  inherit 

The  kingdom  of  God  ! 

HYMN     76* 

Under    temptation, 

I    T  E  S  U,  lover  of  my  foul, 
J     Let  me  to  thy  bofom  fly* 
While  the  nearer  waters  roll, 

While  the  tempeit  ftill  is  high  : 
Hide  me,  O  my  Saviour*  hide* 
Till  the  ftorm  of  life  is  paft  •, 
Safe  into  the  haven  guide, 
O  receive  my  foul  at  laft  ! 

2  Other 
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Other  refuge  have  I  none  -y 

Hangs  my  helplefs  foul  on  thee  -y 
JLeave,  ah  !   leave  me  not  alone, 

Still  fupport  and  comfort  me  : 
All  my  truft  on  thee  is  ftay'd, 

All  my  help  from  thee  I  bring  ;  | 
Cover  my  defenceless  head 

With  the  Ihadow  of  thv  wins;. 

Thou,  O  Christ,  art  all  I  want; 

More  than  ail  in  thee  I  find  ; 
Raife  the  fallen,  chear  the  faint, 

Heal  the  fick,  and  lead  the  blind  j 
Juft  and  holy  is  thy  name  ; 

I  am  all  unrighteoufnefs  ! 
Vile,  and  full  of  fin  I  am, 

Thou  art  full  of  truth  and  grace. 

Plenteous  grace  with  thee  is  found, 

Grace  to  pardon  all  my  fin  : 
Let  the  healing  ftreams  abound, 

Make,  and  keep  me  pure  within  : 
Thou  of  life  the  fountain  art, 

Freely  let  me  take  of  thee  ; 
Spring  thou  up  within  my  heart, 

Rile  to  all  eternity  ! 


E 
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HYMN     |g 

Christ  our  great  Melchisedec 

Thou  dear  Redeemer,  dying  Lamb  ! 

We  love  to  hear  of  thee ; 
No  mufic  like  thy  charming  name, 

Nor  half  fo  fweet  can  be  ! 
O  may  we  ever  hear  thy  voice, 

In  mercy  to  us  fpeak  ! 
And  in  our  Prieft  will  we  rejoice, 

Thou  great  Melchisedec. 

Our  Jesus  fhall  be  ftill  our  theme, 
While  in  this  world  we  ftay  ; 

We'll  fing  our  Jesu's  lovely  name, 
When  all  things  elfe  decay  : 

When  we  appear  in  yonder  cloud, 
With  all  his  favoured  throng  •, 

Then  will  we  fing  more  fv/eet  and  loud, 
And  Christ  fhall  be  our  fong. 


Christ    our    Righteousness. 


HYMN     78. 

)USNES« 

1    Tesu,  thy  blood  and  righteoufnefs, 
J    My  beauty  are,  my  glorious  drefs  •, 
'Midft  flaming  worlds  in  thefe  array'd, 
With  joy  fhall  I  lift  up  my  head. 


H  Y  M  N    79-  75 

2  When  from  the  dull  of  death  I  rife, 
To  claim  my  manfion  in  the  fkies  •, 
E'en  then  fhall  this  be  all  my  plea, 

"  Jesus  hath  liv'd,  hath  dy'd  for  me." 

3  Bold  fhall  I  ftand  in  that  great  day  ; 
For  who  ought  to  my  charge  fhali  lay  ? 
Fully  thro'  thefe  abfolv'd  I  am 

From  fin  and  fear,  from  guilt  and  fhame. 

4  Thus  Abraham  the  friend  of  God, 
Thus  all  the  armies  bought  with  blood, 
Saviour  of  finners  thee  proclaim  -, 
Sinners,  of  whom  the  chief  I  am. 

5  This  fpotlefs  robe  the  fame  appears, 
When  ruin'd  nature  finks  in  years ; 
No  age  can  change  its  glorious  hue, 
The  grace  of  Christ  is  ever  new. 

6  O  let  the  dead  now  hear  thy  voice, 
Now  bid  thy  banifn'd  ones  rejoice, 
Their  beauty  this,  their  glorious  drefs, 
Jesus  the  Lord  our  righteousness. 

HYMN     79, 

The  greatness  and  goodness  of  God. 

i    Jehovah  reigns,  his  throne  is  high, 
•J    His  robes  are  light  and  majefty : 
His  glory  fliines  with  beams  fo  brght, 
No  mortal  can  fuftain  the  fight. 

E    2 
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.2  His  terrors  keep  the  world  in  awe ; ' 
His  juftice  guards  his  holy  law  ; 
His  love  reveals  his  fmiling  face  ; 
His  truth  and  promife  leal  the  grace, 

3  Thro'  all  his  works  his  wifdom  ihines, 
And  baffles  Satan's  deep  defigns  ^ 
His  pow'r  is  fov 'reign  to  fulfil 

The  nobleft  counfels  of  his  will. 

4  And  will  Jehovah  condefcend 
To  be  my  Father  and  my  Friend  ! 
Then  let  my  longs  with  Angels  join  ; 
Heav'n  is  fecure,  if  God  be  mine. 

H  Y  M  N     8o. 

i   f~\  Heavenly  King, 

^-^     Look  down  from  above  ^ 
A  (Tift  us  to  fing 

Thy  mercy  and  love  : 
So  fweetly  o'erflowing, 

So  plenteous  the  ftore, 
"Thou  ftill  art  beftowing, 

And  giving  us  more. 

2  O  God  of  our  life, 

We  hallow  thy  name  j 
Our  bus'nefs  and  ftrife 
Is  thee  to  proclaim  : 
Acceptor  thankfgiving 
For  creating  grace  -3 
The  living,  the  living 

Shall  fhew  forth  thy  praife. 
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3  Our  Father  and  Lord, 

Almighty  art  thou  ; 
Preferv'd  by  thy  Wordr 

We  worfhip  thee  now  : 
The  bountiful  donor 

Of  all  we  enjoy  ; 
Our  tongues  to  thine  honour, 

And  lives  we'll  employ. 

4  But  O  •,  above  all 

Thy  kindnefs  we  praife, 
From  fin  and  from  thrall 

Which  faves   a  loft  race  , 
Thy  Son  thou  haft  giv'n 

A  world  to  redeem, 
And  bring  us  to  heav'n, 

Whofe  truft  is  in  him, 

5  Wherefore  of  thy  love 

We  fing  and  rejoice. 
With  angels  above 

We  lift  up  our  voice  ^ 
Thy  love  each  believer 

Shall  eladlv  adore, 
For  ever  and  ever, 

When  time  is  no  more, 
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H  Y  M  N     8l. 
Desiring     persever  an  c  e. 

i    TLJAIL,  Alpha  and  Omega,  hail  i 
-7         Author  of  all  our  faith, 
The  Snifher  of  all  our  hopes, 
The  truth,  the  life,  the  path. 

2  Hail,  firft  and  laft,  the  morning-ftar, 

In  whom  we  live  and  move  •> 
Increafe  our  little  fpark  of  faith, 
And  purify  our  love. 

3  Let  that  belief  which  Jesus  taught, 

Be  treafur'd  in  our  bread  ; 

The  evidence  of  unfeen  joys, 

The  fubftance  of  our  reft. 

4  O  let  us  go  from  ftrength  to  ftrength, 

From  grace  to  greater  grace, 
From  one  degree  of  faith  to  more,    3  rj 
Till  we  behold  thy  face. 

HYMN       82. 
Striving     to  praise  Christ. 

1    T   e  t  us  the  fheep  by  Jesus  nam'd, 
^  Our  Shepherd's  mercy  blefs  \ 
Let  us,  whom  Jesus  hath  redeemed, 
Shew  forth  our  thankfulnefs. 
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2  Not  unto  us,  to  thee  alone, 

Be  praife  and  glory  giv'n  •, 
Here  fhall  thy  praifes  be  begun* 
Buc  carry 'd  on  in  heav'n. 

3  The  hofts  of  fpirits  now  with  thee, 

Eternal  anthems  fing  •, 
To  imitate  them  here,  lo  !  we 
Our  hallelujahs  bring. 

4  Had  we  our  tongues  like  them  infpir'd, 

Like  theirs  our  fongs  fhou'd  rife  •, 
Like  them  we  never  fhou'd  be  tir'd, 
But  love  the  facrifice. 

5  Till  we  this  veil  of  flefh  lay  down, 

Accept  our  weaker  lays  ; 
And  when,  O  Lord,  we  reach  thy  throne, 
We'll  join  in  nobler  praile. 


HYMN     8-. 
Resting    under    the    cross. 


1 


/Children  of  Ifrael,  fee  whatfhade 
^     The  crofs  does  us  afford  ; 
It  was  for  weary  trav'lers  made  -r 
We  thank  thee  for  it,  Lord. 

Here  let  us  fit,  and  all  prepare 
To  fing  his  worthy  fame  ; 

Who  to  redeem  us  fojourn'd  here,, 
Christ  Jesus  is  his  name. 
i  4 


So  HYMN     84. 

3  We  fing  thy  fufPrings,  wounds  and  blood, 

The  virtue  of  thy  pain  : 
We  fing  thy  griefs,  thou  dying  God, 
Thou  Lamb  for  finners  flain. 

4  We  hail  thee,  thou  by  Jews  revil'd  • 

To  thee  we  bow  the  knee », 
Hail  I  very  God,  the  promis'd  child, 
The  prophets  fang  of  thee. 

5  While  others  praife  an  unknown  God, 

We  each  will  fing  of  thee  ; 
Jesus  has  wafh'd  me  in  his  blood, 

And  iiv'cj,  and  dy5d  for  me. 

H  Y  M  N     84. 

Privileges  of  God's  children, 

1  T>  less ed  are  the  fons  of  God, 

-"  They  are  bought  with  Christ's  own 

blood; 
They  are  ranfom'd  from  the  grave, 
Life  eternal  they  fhall  have  : 
God  did  love  them  in  his  Son, 
Tong  before,  the  world  begun  ; 
With  them' number'd  may  we  be> 
Here,  and  in  eternity  ! 

2  They  the  feal  of  this  receive, 
When  on  Jesus  they  believe  j 
They  are  juftify'd  by  grace, 
They  enjoy  a  folid  peace  : 
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All  their  fins  are  wafli'd  away, 
They  fhallftand  in  God's  great  day : 
With  them  number'd  may  we  be,  . 
Here,  and  in  eternity  I 

They  produce  the  fruits  of  grace, 
In  the  works  of  righteoufnefs  •, 
They  are  harmlefs,  meek  and  miid. 
Holy,  humble,  undefil'd  : 
They  are  lights  upon  the  earth, 
Children  of  an  heav'nly  birth  r 
With  them  numbered  may  we  be, 
Here,  and  in  eternity  ! 

Bom  of  God,  .they  hate- all  fin, 
God's  pure  feed  remains  within  ^ 
They  have  fellowfhip  with  God, 
Thro'  the  mediator's  blood  : 
One  with  God,  with  Jesus  one, 
Glory  is  in  them  begun  • 
With  them  number'd  may  we  be, 
Here,  and  in  eternity  ! 

Tho'  they  fuffer  much  on  earth, 
Strangers  quite  to  this  world's  mirth  ! 
Yet  they  have  an  inward  joy,-  , 
Pleafures  that  can  never  cloy ; 
They  alone  are  truly  bleil, 
Heirs  of  God,  joint-heirs  with  Christ  $ 
With  them  numbered  may  we  be, 
Here*,  and  in  eternitv  ! 
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H  Y  M  N     85. 

1  /^\  Come,  thou  wounded  Lamb  of  God! 
^-^Come,wafh  us  in  thy  cleaning  blood; 
Give  us  to  know  thy  love,  then  pain 

Is  fweet,  and  life  or  death  is  gain. 

2  Take  our  poor  hearts,  and  let  them  be 
For  ever  clos'd  to  all  but  thee  -, 

Seal  thou  our  breads,  and  let  us  wear 
That  pledge  of  love  forever  there. 

3  How  can  it  be,  thou  heav'nly  King, 
That  thou  fhou'd'il  man  to  glory  bring  ! 
Make  flaves  the  partners  of  thy  throne, 
And  give  them  an  immortal  crown  ! 

4  Ah,  Lord  !  enlarge  our  fcanty  thought, 
To  know  the  wonders  thou  haft  wrought  •, 
Unloofe  our  ftamm'ring  tongues  to  tell 
Thy  love  immenfe,  unfearchable. 

5  Firft-born  of  many  brethren,  thou  ; 
To  thee  both  earth  and  heav'n  muft  bow  -7 
Help  us  to  thee  our  all  to  give, 
Thine  may  we  die,  thine  may  we  live  ! 

HYMN     86* 

1    /~\  Jesu,  Jesu,  deareft  Lord,. 
^^     How  wond'rous  is  thy  love  ! 
Thy  patience,  pity,  tendernefs, 
Which  I  each  moment  prove  ! 
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2  O  Lord,  how  faithlefs  is  my  heart, 

How  apt  to  turn  allde  *v 
And  wander  in  its  own  deceits, 
Of  reafoning  and  pride  ! 

3  Yet,  deareft  Saviour,  love  me  flill, 

The  pooreft,  and  the  worft  ; 
For  well  I  know  where  fin  abounds,. 
Thy  grace,  abounds  the  moll 

4  Yet  let  me  not  thy  grace  abufe, 

And  fin  becaufe  thou'rt  good  ; 
But  let  thy  love  fill  me  with  fhame,, 
That  I  thy  love  withftood. 

5  Saviour  of  finners,  now  do  this  •, 

Let  me  not  turn  away 
From  thy  dear  crofs  and  bleeding  wounds,, 
But  bind  me  there  to  ftay  ! 

6  On  me,  my  King,  exert  thy  pow*rv 

Make  old  things  pafs  away-;. 
Create  all  new,  and  draw  me  ftill, 
Still  nearer  ev'ry  day. 

7  I  thank  and  praife  thee,,  deareft  Lordj, 

For  all  that  thou,  haft  done  :. 
O  take  me  to  thee  as  I  am, 
For  thy  redeemed  one. 


eel 
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1  T~\Isciples  of  Christ,, 

****     Ye  friends  of  the  Lamb  ; 
Attend,  and  aflift. 

In  finging  his  fame  : 
Eternal  thankfgiving 

The  faithful  ihou'd  pay, 
The  living,  the  living, 

As  we  do  this  day. 

2  A  body  of  clay 

He  humbly  put  on,. 
And  then  took  away 

The  fin  we  had  done  -, 
And  in  it  endured 

The  wrath  to  us  due, 
The  curfe  we  incurred, 

Our  itripes  and  our  wo» 

3  Not  only  he  dy'd,. 

But  alfo   arofe  ; 
Laid  weaknefs  afide, 

And  trod  on  his  foes,. 
(Sin,  death  and  the  devil,) 

He  triumphed  o'er, 
And  every  evil 

Dominion  and  pow'r. 

4  O  merciful  Lamb, 

Who  fit'ft  on  the  throne, 
We  bow  at  thy  name, 
We  count  thee  alone 


HYMN     88- 

Deferving  our  bleffing  •, 

And  bleiling  we'll  give, 
Without  ever  ceafing, 

«3 

So  long  as  we  live. 
HYMN    88*       Rejoicing  is  hope, 


1  A/T  Y  Saviour,  my  almighty  friend, 
1VA  When  I  begin  to  praife  ; 
Where  will  the  growing  numbers  end, 

The  numbers  of  thy  grace  ? 

2  Thou  art  my  everlafting  truft, 

Thy  goodnefs  I  adore  ! 
Send  down  thy  grace,  O  bleffed  Lord, 
That  I  may  love  thee  more. 

3  My  feet  fhall  travel  all  the  length 

Of  the  celefbial  road  ; 
And  march  with  courage  in  thy  flrength, 
To  fee  the  Lord  my  God. 

4.  How  will  my  lips  rejoice  to  tell 
The  vi&'ries  of  my  King  ! 
My  foul  redeem'd  from  fin  and  hell, 
Shall  thy  falvation  fing. 

5  My  tongue  fhall  all  the  day  proclaim 

My  Saviour,  and  my  God  j 
His  death  hath  brought  my  foes  to  fhame, 
And  drown'd  them  in  his  blood. 

6  Awake,  awake,  my  tuneful  pow'rs, 

With  this  delightful  fong 

I'll  entertain  the  darkefl  hours, 

Nor  think  the  fcafon  long. 


[    86    ] 

'HYMN      89.  Truefaith. 

1   /^\  Love,  thou  bottomlefs  abyfs  ! 
^^  My  fins  are  fwallow'd  up  in  thee  •,-. 
Cover'd  is  my  unrighteoufnefs, 

From  condemnation  I  am  free  ; 
Whilft  Jesu's  blood  thro'  earth  andfkies3; 

Mercy,  free  boundlefs  mercy  !   cries. 
■ 
2  With  faith  I  plunge  me  in  that  fea  y 
Here  is  my  hope,  my  joy,  my  reft  ? 
Hither,  when  hell  affauus,  1  fiee  : 

I  look  into  my  Saviour's  breafL 
Away,  fad  doybts  and  anxious  fear, 
Mercy  is  all  that's  written  there. 

3  Tho'  waves  and  ftorms  go  o'er  my  head, 

Tho'  ftrength,  and  health,  and  friends, 
be  gone  -, 
Tho'  joys  be  wither'd  all  and  dead, 

Tho'  ev'ry  comfort  be  withdrawn  : 
Stedfaft  on  this  my  foul  relies, 
Father,  thy  mercy  never  dies ! 

4  Fixt  on  this  ground  wou'd.  I  remain, 

Tho'  my  heart  fail,,  and  fie  in  decay  £ 
This  anchor  fhall  my  foul  fuftain, 

When  earth's  foundations  melt  away  r 
Mercy's  full  pow'r  I  then  fhall  prove, 
Lov'd  with  an  everlafting  love.. 


[    87    J 
HYMN    co. 

> 

For   the    spirit    of  adoption, 

i    T^ather,  (if  thou  my  Father  art) 
^     Send  forth  the  Spirit  of  thy  Son  ^ 
Breathe  him  into  my  panting  heart, 

And  make  me  know  as  I  am  known  j 
Make  me  thy  confeious  child,  that  I 
May  Father,  Abba,  Father,  cry  ! 

2  O  that  the  Comforter  wou'd  come, 

Nor  vifit  as  a  tranfient  guefl ; 
But  fix  in  me  his  conftant  home, 

And  keep  poflefilon  of  my  breaft  -9 
And  make  my  foul  his  lov'd  abode, 
The  temple  of  th'  in-dwelling  God  ! 

3  Come,  holy  Ghoft,  my  foul  infpire, 

Atteft  that  I  am  born  again  ; 
Come  and  baptize  me,  Lord,  with  fire, 

Nor  let  thy  former  gifts  be  vain  : 
O  grant  the  fenfe  of  fin  forgiv'n, 
O  grant  the  earneft  of  my  heav'n. 

4  O  give  th'  indifputable  feal, 

That  afcertains  the  kingdom  mine  I 
That  pow'rful  ftamp  I  long  to  feel, 

The  fic-nature  of  love  divine  : 
O  fhed  it  in  my  heart  abroad, 
Fulnefs  of  love,  of  heav'n,  of  God  ! 
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H  Y  M  N     91. 


A      PRA 


Y  E  R      FOR      GRACE. 


A  h  !  Lord,  how  faithlefs  is  my  heart, 
How  very  apt  from  thee  to  ftray  ! 
Juft  like  a  broken  bowl  ftart, 

And  nature  drives  to  bear  the  fway : 
Was  ever  one  fa  vile,  fo  blefl  ! 
So  foul,  yet  by  the  Lamb  carefs'd  ! 

Forbid,  O  Lord,  each  vain  defire, 
And  bind  my  paffions  to  thy  crofs  •, 

Quench  all  the  fparks  of  nature's  fire, 
And  bid  me  count  my  gain  but  lofs  : 

Lord  Jesus,. tear  each  idol  down, 

And  'ftablilh  in  my  heart  thy  throne. 

O  let  thy  grace  wipe  off  my  tears, 
And  fpeak  the  tempeft  to  a  calm : 

O  warm  my  heart,  and  charm  my  fears, 
Be  thou  a  never-failing  balm  ^ 

The  maladies  of  fin  remove, 

And  fill  my  foul  with  heav'nly  love. 

Henceforth  I'd  ferve  thee,  if  thou'lt  pleafe 
To  gird  me  with  an  heav'nly  pow'r  j 

I'd  fing  the  glories  of  thy  grace 
Till  all  my  pilgrimage  be  o'er  : 

With  hallow'd  fire  infpire  my  tongue, 

And  love  ftiall  be  my  endlefs  fong. 
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II  Y  M  N     g2. 
Creation    and    redemption; 

i   (T*  ivc  to  our  God  immortal  praifc  ! 
Mercy  and  truth  are  all  his  ways  ^ 
Wonders  of  grace  to  God  belong, 
Repeat  his  mercies  in  your  fong. 

2  Give  to  the  Lord  of  lords  renown, 
The  Kij*g  of  kings  with  glory  crown  ; 
His  mercies  ever  fhall  endure, 

When  lords  &  kings  are  known  no  more. 

3  He  built  the  earth,  he  fpread  the  fky, 
And  fixt  the  ftarry  lights  on  high  r 
Wonders  of  grace  to  God  belong, 
Repeat  his  mercies  in  your  fong. 

4  He  fills  the  fun  with  morning  light, 
He  bids  the  moon  direct  the  night : 
His  mercies  ever  fhall  endure, 

When  funs  &  moons  iliall  fhine  no  more. 

5  He  lent  his  Son  with  pow'r  to  fave 
From  guilt,  and  darknefs,  and  the  grave  : 
Wonders  of  grace  to  God  belong, 
Repeat  his  mercies  in  your  fong. 

6  Thro'  this  vain  world  he  guides  our  fctty 
And  leads  us  to  his  heav'nly  feat  •, 

His  mercies  ever  fhall  endure, 

When  this  vain  world  (hall  be  no  more. 


[  .co    ] 

H  Y  M  N     93. 
c       An    happy    moment. 

i    C  avjour,  I  do  feel  thy  merit, 
^   Sprinkled  with  redeeming  blood; 
And  my  weary,  troubled  fpirit 

Now  finds  reft  in  thee,  my  God  : 
I  am  fafe,  and  I  am  happy, 

Whilft  in  thy  dear  arms  I  lie ; 
Sin  and  Satan  cannot  hurt  me, 

Whilft  the  Saviour  is  fo  nigh* 

Now  I'll  fing  of  Jesu's  merit, 

Tell  the  world  of  his  dear  name  ; 
That  if  any  want  his  Spirit, 

He  is  ftill  the  very  fame  : 
He  that  afketh,  foon  receivethT 

He  that  feeks,  is  fure  to  find  ; 
Come,  for  whofoe'er  believeth, 

He  will  never  caft  behind. 

Now  our  Advocate  is  pleading 

With  his  Father  and  our  God  ; 
Now  for  us  he's  interceding, 

As  the  purchafe  of  his  blood  : 
Now  methinks  I  hear  him  praying, 

"  Father,  fave  them,  I  have  dy'd  (!* 
And  the  Father,  anfwers,  faying, 

"  They  are  freely  juftify'd." 
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HYMN     94. 

1  TPHronghout  the  Saviour's  life  we  trace 

A  Nothing  but  fhameand  deepdifgrace, 

No  period  elfe  is  feen  •, 
Till  he  a  fpotlefs  victim  fell, 
Tailing  in  foul  a  painful  hell, 

Caus'd  by  the  creatures  l?n. 

2  On  the  cold  ground  methinks  I  fee 
My  Jesus  kneel,  and  pray  for  me  •, 

For  this  I  him  adore  : 
Seiz'd  with  a  chilly  fweat  throughout, 
Blood-drops  did  force  their  paffage  out, 

Thro'  ev'ry  open'd  pore. 

3  A  pricking  thorn  his  temples  bore, 
His  back  with  lafhes  all  was  tore, 

Till  one  the  bones  might  fee ; 
Mocking  they  pufh'd  him  here  and  there3 
Marking  his  way  with  blood  and  tear, 

Prcfs'd  by  the  heavy  tree. 

4  Thus  up  the  hill  he  painful  came, 
Round  him  they  mock,  and  make  their 

game ; 

At  length  his  crofs  they  re:  r  : 
And  can  you  fee  the  mighty  God 
Cry  out  beneath  fin's  heavy  load, 

Without  one  thankful  tear  ? 
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5  Thus  veiled  in  humanity, 

He  dies  in  anguifh  on  the  tree  ; 

What  tongue  his  griefs  can  tell  ? 
The  fhudd'ring  rocks  their  heads  recline, 
The  mourning  fun  refus'd  to  fhine, 

When  the  Creator  felL 

6  Shout,  brethren,  fnout  in  fongs  divine  y 
He  drank  the  gall  to  give  us  wine 

To  quench  our  parching  thirft  : 
Seraphs  advance  your  voices  higher, 
Bride  of  the  Lamb,  unite  the  choir, 
And  laud  thy  precious  Christ. 

HYMN     95. 

Thou  tender  loving  Jesus, 
Nov/  thy  faving  grace  impart ; 
From  the  world  and  Satan  fave  us, 

Save  us  from  our  evil  heart : 
Throw  thine  arms  in  mercy  open  , 

Bid,  O  bid  us,  Jesus  come-, 
Let  our  flinty  hearts  be  broken, 
Falling  on  the  corner-ftone. 

Here  for  ever  let  us  enter, 
J  Steady,  tho5  affail'd  by  {if*; 
Forward  may  we  dourly  venture, 

Till  eternal  life  we  win  : 
Banifh  ev'ry  reas'ning  fcruple, 

Scatter  ev'ry  gath'ring  cloud  ; 
Our  poor  hearts,  O  Jesus,  fprinkle,. 

Sprinkle  with  thy  precious  blood 


HYMN     96.  9* 

3  When  our  chearing  feelings  ficken, 

And  a  veil  our  fouls  o'eripreads ; 
Then  with  grace  our  fpirits  quicken, 

And  raife  up  our  drooping  heads  •> 
When  our  foolifli  hearts  would  wander 

From  the  iburce  of  real  joy  ; 
Call  us  back,  but  not  in  anger, 

Left  thy  fury  us  deftroy. 

4  Arm  us  from  thy  heav'nly  ftorehoufe. 

Still  difplay  thy  banner  high  •, 
March  victorious  on  before  us, 

Make  the  world  and  Satan  fly  : 
When  thy  meffenger  arraigns  us, 

To  clofe  up  our  weary  eyes, 
In  that  needy  hour  fuftain  us, 

Till  we  grafp  the  heav'nly  prize. 

HYMN     96. 

Adoring    Christ. 

1  y^x  For  a  thoufand  tongues  to  fing 
V^J  My  dear  Redeemer's  praife  ! 
The  glories  of  my  God  and  King, 

The  triumphs  of  his  grace. 

2  Jesus,  the  name  that  charms  our  fears. 

That  bids  our  forrows  ceafe  ; 
'Tis  mufic  in  the  Tinner's  ears, 
'Tis  life,  and  health,  and  peace. 


94  HYMN     97. 

3  He  breaks  the  pbw'r  of  Cancel'd  fin, 

He  lets  the  pris'ners  free  ; 
His  blood  can  make  the  fouleft  clean, 
His  blood  avail'd  for  me. 

4  He  fpeaks,  and  lift'ning  to  his  voice, 

New  life  the  dead  receive  ; 
The  mournful,  broken  hearts  rejoice. 
The  humble  poor  believe. 

5  Hear  him,  ye  deaf;  his  praife,  ye  dumb, 

Your  loofen'd  tongues  employ  ; 
Ye  blind,  behold  your  Saviour  come  ; 
And  leap,  ye  lame,  for  joy. 

HYMN     qj.  Confidence. 

i   "\  X7ith  all  my  pow'rs  of  heart  &  tongue, 
*  v    I'll  praife  my  Maker  in  my  fong  : 
Angels  fhall  bear  the  notes  I  raife, 
Approve  the  fong,  and  join  the  praife. 

2  I'll  fing  thy  truth  and  mercy,  Lord  •, 
Fll  fmg  the  wonders  of  thy  word  ; 
Not  all  thy  works,  and  names  below, 
So  much  thy  pow'r  and  glory  fhew. 

3  To  God  I  cry'd  when  trouble  rofe  •, 
He  heard  me,  and  fubdu'd  my  foes  •, 
He  did  my  rifing  fears  controul, 

And  ftrength  diffus'd  thro'  all  my  foul. 


HYMN     98,  95 

4  Amidft  a  thoufarid  fnares  Iftand, 
Upheld,  and  guarded  by  thy  hand  ; 
Thy  words  my  fainting  foul  revive, 
And  keep  my  dying  faith  dlive. 

5  Grace  willcompleat  what  grace  begins 
To  fave  from  forrows,  or  from  fins  : 
The  work  that  wifdom  undertakes, 
Eternal  mercy  ne'er  forfakes. 

HYMN     98. 

Life  and  safety  in  Christ  alone. 

1  T^hou  only  Sovereign  of  my  heart, 

A     My  refuge,  my  almighty  friend  ; 
And  can  my  foul  from  thee  depart, 
On  whom  alone  my  hopes  depend  ? 

2  Whither,  ah  !  whither  fhall  I  go, 

A  wretched  wand'rer,  from  my  Lord  ? 
Can  this  dark  world  of  fin  and  wo, 
One  glimpfe  of  happinefs  afford  ? 

3  Eternal  life  thy  words  impart  •, 
On  thefe  my  fainting  fpirit  lives ; 
Herefweeter  comforts  cheer  my  heart, 
Than  all  the  round  of  nature  gives. 

4  Let  earth's  alluring  joys  combine; 
While  thou  art  near,  in  vain  they  call ; 
One  fmile,  one  blifsful  fmile  of  thine, 
My  deareft  Lord,  outweighs  them  all. 
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5  Thy  name  my  inmoft  powers  adore, 
Thou  art  my  life,  my  joy,  my  care  : 
Depart  from  thee — 'tis  death — 'tis  more; 
'Tis  endlefs  ruin,  deep  defpair. 

6  Low  at  thy  feet  my  foul  wou'd  lie ; 
Here  fafety  dwells,  and  peace  divine  : 
Still  let  me  live  beneath  thine  eye  j 
For  life,  eternal  life  is  thine. 

HYMN     gg.         The  same. 

i   /^\  Dear  Redeemer,  who  alone 
^^  Canft  give  me  eafe  in  pain  ; 
Whofe  blood  did  once  for  fin  atone, 
And  pardon  for  me  again. 

2  I  once  was  wholly  dead  in  fin, 

And  ignorant  of  thee  •, 
And  walk'd  contentedly  therein,. 
Nor  knew  thy  love  to  me. 

3  But  thine  all-feeing  eye  then  view'd, 

And  mark'd  my  ev'ry  way, 
And  ftill  in  tender  love  puriu'd 
Me,  who  from  thee  did  ftray. 

4  Thy  name  is  now  thro'  grace  become 

More  precious  to  my  foul, 
Than  fweeteft  fmell  of  rich  perfume, 
Or  Aaron's  precious  oil. 

5  Without 
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5  Without  thy  favour  tho'  I  live. 

Life  but  a  burden  is  ; 
Nought  elfe  can  fatisfadtipn  give, 
Experience  fhews  me  this* 

6  My  faitlilcfs  heart,  O  Saviour  dear5 

Correct  with  gentle  hand  ; 
In  every  danger  be  thou  near, 
Alone  I  cannot  (land. 

HYMN     ioo. 

Universal    prais 

rrHE  glories  of  my  Maker,  God, 
-^       My  joyful  voice  fhall  ling, 
And  call  the  nations  to  adore 
Their  Former  and  their  King, 

i  Twas  his  right  hand  that  fhap'd  ourcl.ay> 
And  wrought  this  human  frame  ; 
But  from  his  own  immediate  breath 
Our  nobler  ipims  came. 

We  bring  our  mortal  pow'rs  to  God 
And  worfhip  with  our  tongues  \ 

We  claim  fome  kindred  with  the  ft 
And  join  th'  angelic  longs. 

4  Let  grov'ling  beafts  of  ev'ry  iliape, 
And  fowls  of  ev'ry  wing, 
And  rocks,  and  trees,  and  fires,  and  feas, 
Their  various  tribute  bring, 
F 
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5  Ye  planets,  to  his  honour  fliine, 

And  wheels  of  nature  roll ; 
Praife  him  in  your  unwearied  courfe, 
Around  the  fteady  pole, 

6  The  brightnefs  of  our  Maker's  name 

The  wide  creation  fills, 
And  his  unbounded  grandeur  flies 
Beyond  the  heav'nly  hills. 

H  Y  M  N     ioi* 

A      DIVINE     RAPTURE. 

$    T7*OMthee,  my  Cod,  my  joys  fhallrife* 
*■       And  run  eternal  rounds, 
Beyond  the  limits  of  the  fkies, 
xA.nd  all  created  bounds. 

2  The  holy  triumphs  of  my  foul 

Shall  death  itfelf  outbrave, 
Leave  dull  mortality  behind, 
And  fly  beyond  the  grave. 

3  There,  where  my  bleffed  Jesus  reigns, 

In  heav'n's  unmeafur'd  fpace, 
1*11  fpend  a  long  Eternity 
In  pleafure  and  in  praife. 

4  Millions  of  years  my  wond'ring  eyes 

Shall  o'er  thy  beauties  rove  •, 
And  endlefs  ages  Til  adore 
The  glories  of  thy  love. 
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5  Sweet  Jesus,  ev'ry  fmile  of  thine 

Shall  frefh  endearments  bring, 
And  thoufand  taftes  of  new  delight, 
From  all  thy  graces  fpring. 

6  Hafte,  my  Beloved,  fetch  my  foul 

Up  to  thy  bleis'd  abode  ; 
Fly,  for  my  fpirit  longs  to  fee 
My  Saviour  and  my  God. 

H  Y  M  N     102- 

God    all    in     all, 

i   A/fY  God,  my  life,  my  love, 
***'     To  thee,  to  thee,  I  call  -3 

1  cannot  live  if  thou  remove, 

For  thou  art  all  in  all. 

2  Thy  fhining  grace  can  qhear 
This  dungeon  where  I  dwell  •, 

*Tis  paradife  when  thou  art  here, 
If  thou  depart  'tis  hell. 

j  The  fmilings  of  thy  face, 
How  lovely,  Lord,  they  are  ! 

5Tis  heav'n  to  reft  in  thine  embrace. 
And  no  where  elfe  but  there. 

4  To  thee,  and  thee  alone, 
The  angels  owe  their  blifs  •, 

They  fie  around  thy  gracious  throne, 
And  dwell  where  Jesus  is, 

F     2 
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5  Nor  earth,  rior  all  the  fky, 
Can  one  delight  afford  •, 

No  not  one  drop  of  real  joy, 
Without  thy  prefence,  Lord. 

6  Be  thou  the  fea  of  love, 
Where  all  my  pleafures  roll ; 

The  circle  \vhere  my  paffions  move. 
And  center  of  my  foul. 

7  To  thee  my  fpirits  fly, 
With  fulnefs  of  defire  ; 

Yet  very  far  from  thee  I  lie, 
Lord  Jesus,  raife  me  highen 

HYMN     103. 
Praise    to    the    redeemer, 

1  TDlung'd  in  a  guiph  of  dark  defpair 
-*•       We  wretched  finners  lay, 
Without  one  chearing  beam  of  hope, 

Or  fpark  of  glimmering  day. 

2  With  pitying  eyes  the  Prince  of  grace 

Beheld  our  helplefs  grief ; 
He  faw,  and  (O,  amazing  love  !) 
He  ran  to  our  relief. 

3  Down  from  the  Ihining  feats  above, 

With  joyful  hafte  he  fled  ^ 
Enter'd  the  grave  in  mortal  flefh, 
And  dwelt  among  the  dead. 
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4  O  !  for  this  love,  let  rocks  and  hills 

Their  lading  filence  break  ; 
And  all  harmonious  human  tongues 
The  Saviour's  praifes  fpeak. 

5  Angels,  affift  our  mighty  joys, 

Strike  all  your  harps  of  gold  •, 
But  when  you  raife  your  higheft  notes, 
His  love  can  ne'er  be  told. 

H  Y  M  N     104. 
Protection  from  e  n  e  m  i  e  s. 

1  A  rise,  my  foul,  my  joyful  pov/TS, 

And  triumph  in  thy  God  ; 
Awake,  my  voice,  and  loud  proclaim 
His  glorious  grace  abroad. 

2  He  rais'd  me  from  the  deeps  of  fin, 

The  gates  of  gaping  hell ; 
And  fix'd  my  ftanding  more  foe 
Than  'twas  before  I  fell. 

3  The  arms  of  everfafting  love 

Beneath  my  foul  he  plac'd  -, 
And  on  the  Rock  of  ages  fet 
My  flippery  footfleps  faft. 

4  The  city  of  my  bleft  abode 

Is  wall'd  around  with  grace  • 
Salvatioafbr  a  bulwark  {lando, 
To  fliield  the  facred  place. 
F  3 
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5  Satan  may  vent  his  fharpeft  fpke. 

And  all  his  legions  roar  •, 
Almighty  mercy  guards  my  life, 
And  bounds  his  raging  pow'r. 

6  A  rife,  my  foul,  awake,  my  voice, 

And  fongs  of  praifes  fing  ; 
Loud  hallelujahs  fhall  addrefs 
My  Saviour  and  my  King. 

HYMN     10:. 

God  our   only    happiness. 

1  A/T  Y  God,  my  portion,  and  my  love, 
1VA     ]yjy  everlaiting  all : 

I've  none  but  thee  in  heav'n  above. 
Or  on  this  earthly  ball. 

2  What  empty  things  are  all  the  fkies, 

And  this  inferior  clod  ! 
TKere*s  nothing  here  deferves  my  joys, 
There's  nothing  like  jny  God. 

3  In  vain  the  bright  the  burning  fun, 

Scatters  his  feeble  light : 
'Tis  thy  fweet  beams  create  my  noon  -y 
If  thou  withdraw,  'tis  night. 

4  And  whilft  upon  my  reftlefs  bed, 

Amidft  the  fhades  I  roll ; 
If  my  Redeemer  raife  my  head, 
Tis  morning  with  my  foul. 


H  Y  M  N     106.  103 

5  To  thee  we  owe  our  wealth  and  friends, 

And  health,  and  fafe  abode  ; 
We  praife  thy  name  for  all  theie  things 
But  they  are  not  my  Gon. 

6  How  vain  a  toy  is  glitt'ring  wealth, 

If  ence  compared  to  thee  ? 
And  what's  my  fafety,  or  my  health, 
Or  all  my  friends  to  me  ? 

7  Were  I  poffefibr  of  the  earth, 

And  calPd  the  ftars  my  own  ; 
Without  thy  graces,  and  thyieli , 
I  were  a  wretch  undone. 

i  Let  others  ftretch  their  arms  tke  Jqis, 
And  grafp  in  all  the  fhore  -> 
Grant  me  the  vifits  of  thy  face, 
And  I  defire  no  more. 


HYMN     ioj. 

Faith's    clai  u4 

1     A  u  i.  ye  that  pafs  by 
JljL  To  Jesus  draw  nigh, 

To  you  is  itnothing  that  Jesus  iliou'd  die? 
Your  ranfom  and  peace, 
Your  furety  he  is, 

Come  fee  if  there  ever  was  forrow  like  his, 

*  4 
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Z  For  what  yoii  have  done 
His  blood  mud  atone  -, 
The  Father  hath  punifh'd  for  you  hk  deav 
Son ; 
He  anfwer'd  for  all, 
O  come  at  his  call, 
And  low  at  his  crofs  with  aftonifhmentfall, 

3  For  you  and  for  me 

He  pray'd  on  the  tree  ; 
The  pray'r  is  accepted,  the  firmer  is  free  ; 

That  finner  am  I, 

Who  on  Jesus  rely, 
And  come  for  the  pardonGoD  cannot  deny. 

4  My  pardon  I  claim, 
For  a  finner  I  am, 

A  finner  believing  in  Jesus's  name  : 

He  purchas'd  the  grace 

Which  now  I  embrace, 
O  Father,  thou  know'fl  he  hath  dy'd  in 
my  place. 

5  His  death  is  my  plea, 
My  Advocate  fee, 

And  hear  the  blood  fpeak,  ,that  hath 
anfwer'd  for  me; 
Acquitted  I  was, 
When  he  bled  on  the  crofs, 
And  by  lofing  his  life  he  hath  carry'd 
my  caufe. 


[  io5  n 

HYMN     107. 
The    way    to    C  a  n  a  a  n> 

1  Tesus,  my  all,  to  heav'n  is  gone, 
•J    He  whom  I  fix  my  hopes  upon  j 
His  track  I  fee,  and  I'll  purfue 
The  narrow  way,  till  him  I  view. 

2  The  wray  the  holy  prophets  went, 
The  road  that  leads  from  banifhment  -y 
The  King's  highway  of  holinefs, 

I'll  go,  for  all  his  paths  are  peace. 

3  This  is  the  way  I  long  have  fought, 
And  mourn'd  becaufe  I  found  it  not  ^ 
My  grief  a  burden  long  has  been, 
Becaufe  I  could  not  ceafe  from  fin. 

4  The  more  I  ftrove  againft  its  pow'r, 

I  finn'd,  and  {tumbled  but  the  more  -y 

Till  late  I  heard  my  Saviour  fay, 

"  Come  hither,  foul,  I  am  the  way." 

5  Lo  !  glad  I  come  ;  and  thou  bleft  Lamb, 
Shalt  take  me.  to  thee  as  I  am  : 
Nothing  but  fin  I  thee  cap  give, 
Nothing  but  love  fhall  1  receive. 

6  Then  will  I  tell  to  finners  round 
What  a  dear  Saviour  I  have  found  •, 
I'll  point  to  thy  redeeming  blood, 
And  fay,  "  Behold  the  way  to  God/5 

F   5 


[    106   ] 

HYMN     108. 
Praise    ye    the    Lord. 

Lord  and  God  of  heav'nly  pow'rs, 
Hallelujah. 
Theirs,  and  O  benignly  ours  ; 
Glorious  King,  let  earth  proclaim, 
Worms  attempt  to  fing  thy  name. 

:  Bow  thine  ear,  in  mercy  bow ;         HalL 
Hear,  the  world's  atonement  thou  ^ 
Jesus,  in  thy  name  we  pray, 
Take,  O  take  our  fins  away. 

Thee  to  laud  in  fongs  divine  Hall. 

Angels  and  archangels  join  ; 
We  with  them  our  voices  raife, 
Echoing  thine  eternal  praife. 

Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord  !  Hall. 

Live,  by  heav'n  and  earth  ador'd  ; 
Full  of  thee  they  ever  cry, 
iC  Glory  be  to  God  on  high."  Hallelujah, 

HYMN    iog. 

t^\  Jesus,  everlafting  God, 

^-^  Who  once  for  fmners  fned'ft  thy  blood 

Upon  mount  Calvary ; 
And  finiftrd  their  redemption's  toil, 
And  mad'ft  loft  man  thy  happy  fpoil : 

All  glory  be  to  thee. 


HYMN    no.  toy 

2  Fain  would  I  think  upon  thy  pain. 
And  find  therein  my  life  and  gain, 

And  fix  my  heart  and  mind 
Upon  thy  wounds  and  dying  love  -, 
Nor  from  the  lame  my  heart  remove, 
Till  all  thy  heav'n  I  find. 

g  Content  and  glad  I'll  ever  be 

To  have  falvation,  Lord,  from  thee, 

E'en  as  a  finner  poor ; 
I  nothing  have,  I  nothing  am  ; 
Mv  treaiure's  in  the  bleeding  Lamb, 
Both  now  and  evermore. 

4  The  more  thro'  grace  myfelf  I  know, 
The  more  content  I  am  to  bow, 

And  fink  beneath  thy  crofs  : 
And  live  by  faith  upon  thy  blood, 
Waiting  on  thee  for  ev'ry  good, 
And  count  mv  gain  butlois. 

HYMN     no. 

Christ    the    believer's    all, 

i    '  '    amb  of  God,  we  fall  before  thee, 
-^  Humbly  truftitig  in  thy  crofs  ^ 
That  alone  be  all  our  glon, 

Ali  things  clle  are  dung  and  di\ 
i  nee  "we  own  a  perfect  Saviour, 

Only  fcurce  of  all  that's  good  : 
F.vVy  grace,  and  ev'ry  favour 

Come  to  us  thro'  Je&j'.s  bloosk 


i08  H  Y  M  N     I1C> 

2  Jesus  gives  us  true  repentance 

By  his  Spirit  fent  from  heav'n  ; 
Jesus  whifpers  this  fweet  fentence, 

M  Son,  thy  fins  are  all  forgiv'n  -" 
Faith  he  gives  us  to  believe  it  ^ 

Grateful  hearts  his  love  to  prize  ; 
VVant  we  wildom  ?  he  mull  give  it ; 

Hearing  ears,  and  feeing  eyes. 

3  Jesus  gives  us  pure  affe£tions, 

^r^ills  to  do  what  he  requires  ; 
Makes  us  follow  his  directions, 

And  what  he  commands,  infpires. 
All  our  pray'rs,  and  all  our  praifes, 

Rightly  offer'd  in  his  name, 
He  that  dictates  them  is  Jesus  j 

He  that  anfwers,  is  the  fame. 

4  When  we  live  on  Jesu's  merit, 

Then  we  worfhip  God  aright : 
Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Spirit, 

Then  we  favingly  unite. 
This  the  whole  conclufion  of  it, 

Great  or  good  whate'er  we  call ; 
God,  or  King,  or  Prieft  or  Prophet, 

Jesus  Christ  is  all  in  all. 


[    109    \ 

HYMN     nr. 
Human   weakness  owned. 

i   A  TY  Lord,  how  great's  the  favour 
IV  A     That  I  a  firmer  poor, 
Can  thro5  thy  blood's  fweet  favour 

Approach  thy  mercy's  door, 
And  find  an  open  paflage 

Unto  the  throne  of  grace  ^ 
There  wait  the  welcome  meilage, 

That  bids  me  go  in   peace  ? 

2  Lord,  I'm  an  helplefs  creature, 

Full  of  the  deepeft  need, 
Throughout  defiPd  by  nature, 

Stupid,  and  inly  dead  : 
My  ftrength  'is  perfcft  weakncfs, 

And  all  I  have  is  fin  ^ 
My  heart  is  all  uncleannefs, 

A  den  of  thieves  within. 

3  In  this  forlorn  condition 

Who  fhall  afford  me  aid  ? 
Where  fhall  I  find  companion, 

But  in  the  church's  Head  ? 
Jesus,  thou  art  all  pity, 

O  take  me  to  thine  arms, 
And  exercife  thy  mercy, 

To  fave  me  from  all  harms, 


IIO  HYMN     tI2* 

4  I'll  never  ceafe  repeating 

My  numberlefs  complaints  •, 
But  ever  be  in  treating 

The  glorious  King  of  faints, 
Till  I  attain  the  image 

Of  him  I  inly  love  •, 
And  pay  my  grateful  homage 

"With,  all  the  faints  above, 

5  Then  I,  with  all  in  glory, 

Will  thankfully  relate 
Th'  amazing,  pleafing  ilory 

Of  Jesu's  love  fo  great  -% 
In  this  blefl  contemplation; 

I  ever  (hall  be  well ; 
And  prove  iuch  confolation, 

As  none  below  can  telL 


HYMN     112. 

Exulting    in  Christ, 

1  rT^HE  defpifed  Nazarene, 

-*■    Who  is  chief  in  my  efteem, 
Mark'd  withfcourges,  nails  and  ipear, 
Hung  an  enfign  in  the  air. 

2  None  among  the  fons  of  men, 
None  among  the  heav'nly  train,. 
Can  with  my  Beiov'd  compare,. 
Who  to  me  is  ever  dear* 


HYMN     H2>  III 

3  Had  I  Gabriel's  heav'nly  tongue, 
He  ihou'd  ever  be  my  long  j 
Object:  of  my  prcfent  bliis, 
Subjedl  of  my  future  praiie. 

4  Ravifh'd  I'm  beyond  degree, 
While  I  view  him  on  the  tree  ; 
All  his  wounds  and  bruifes  are 
To  my  foul  exceeding  fair* 

5  Other  lovers  I  defpife  \ 

Mine  is  gone  beyond  the  fkies : 
Earthly  things  are  far  too  mean 
To  divert  me  from  the  Lamb. 

6  How,  my  Lord,  fhall  I  fet  forth, 
All  thy  dignity  and  worth  ' 
Human  words  cannot  exprefs 
Half  thy  love,  or  half  thy  praife. 

7  From  thy  fulnefs  me  fupply 
Of  thy  grace  to  teftify, 

Let  my  fellow-creatures  prove 
What  is  tailed  in  thy  love. 

8  Soul  and  body,  fink  with  fhame, 
While  I  thee,  my  Saviaur,  name  j 
Soul  and  body,  Lord,  let  free 
In  the  gofpel- liberty. 


^^ 


c  Ha  ] 

HYMN     113.         Love. 

f~\  Love  divine,  how  fweet  thou  art  ! 
^-^When  (hall  we  find  our  longing  heart 

All  taken  up  by  thee  ? 
O  !  may  we  pant  and  thirft  to  prove 
The  greatnefs  of  redeeming  love, 

The  love  of  Christ  fofree. 

God  only  knows  the  love  of  God, 
O  that  it  now  were  fhed  abroad 

In  each  poor  longing  heart ! 
For  love  Pd  figh,  for  love  I'd  pine, 
This  only  portion,  Lord,  be  mine, 

Be  mine  this  better  part. 

O  that  we  cou'd  for  ever  fit 
With  Mary,  at  the  Mailer's  feet,  . 

Be  this  our  happy  choice  ! 
Our  only  care,  delight,  and  blifs, 
Our  joy,  our  heav'n  on  earth  be  this, 

To  hear  the  Bridegroom's  voice. 

Thy  only  love  may  we  require, 
Nothing  on  earth  beneath  defire, 

Nothing  in  heav'n  above: 
Let  earth  and  all  its  trifles  go, 
Give  us,  O  Lord  !  thy  love  to  know, 

Give  us  thy  precious  love. 


HYMN     114, 

1  John  iv.  16.     Latter  part* 

»   T   oVe  divine,  a!!  love  excelling, 
-^   Joy  of  heav*n,  to  earth  come  down 
Fix  in  us  thine  humble  dwelling, 
All  thy  faithful  mercies  crown  : 
Jesus  !  thou  art  all  compaflion, 
Pure,  unbounded  love  thou  art  j 
Vifit  us  with  thy  falvation, 
Enter  ev'ry  longing  heart  ! 

2  Breathe,  O  breathe  thy  loving  Spirit, 
Into  ev'ry  troubled  bread  ! 

Let  us  all  in  thee  inherit. 
Let  us  find  thy  promis'd  reft  : 
Take  away  the  love  of  finning ; 
Alpha  and  Omega  be, 
End  of  faith,  as  its  beginning, 
Set  our  hearts  at  liberty. 

3  Come,  almighty  to  deliver, 
Let  us  all  thy  life  receive  ! 
Suddenly  return,  and  never, 
Never  more  thy  temples  leave  ! 
Thee  we  wou'd  be  always  blefTing, 
Serve  thee  as  thine  hofts' above  -, 
Pray,  and  praife  thee  without  ceafing ; 
Glory  in  thy  precious  love. 


114  HYMN     115. 

4  Finifh  then  thy  new  creation, 
Pure,  unfpotted  may  we  be '♦, 
Let  us  fee  thy  great  falvation, 
Perfectly  reftorM  by  thee  ! 
Chang'd  from  glory  into  glory, 
Till  in  heav'n  we  take  our  place  ; 
Till  we  call  our  crowns  before  thee, 
Loft  in  wonder  love  and  praife. 


H  Y  M'N     nr. 
God  the  only  refuge  in  trouble. 


1  TAear  Refuge  of  my  weary  foul, 
-*-^     On  thee  when  ibrrows  rife, 
On  thee,  when  waves  of  trouble  roll, 

My  fainting  hope  relies. 

2  While  hope  revives,  tho'  prefs'd  with  fears, 

And  I  can  fay  my  God, 
Beneath  thy  feet  I  fpread  my  cares, 
And  pour  my  woes  abroad. 

3  To  thee  I  tell  each  riling  grief, 

For  thou  alone  canft  heal ; 
Thy  word  can  bring  a  fweet  relief, 
For  ev'ry  pain  I  feci. 

4  But  O  !  when  gloomy  doubts  prevail* 

I  fear  to  call  thee  mine  5 
The  fprings  of  cojpfort  fee m  to  fail* 
And  all  my  hopes  decline* 


HYMN     n6-  115 

5  Yet,  gracious  God,  where  fhall  I  flee, 

Thou  art  my  only  truft  ? 
And  ftill  my  foul  wou'd  cleave  to  thee, 
Tho'  proftrate  in  the  dull. 

6  Haft  thou  not  bid  me  feek  thy  face  ? 

And  fhall  I  feek  in  vain  ? 
And  can  the  ear  of  fov'reign  grace 
Be  deaf  when  I  complain  ? 

7  No,  (till  the  ear  of  fov'reign  grace 

Attends  the  mourner's  prayer  -9 

0  may  I  ever  find  accefs 

To  breathe  my  forrows  there. 

8  Thy  mercy-feat  is  open  flill ; 

Here  let  my  foul  retreat, 
With  humble  hope  attend  thy  will. 
And  wait  beneath  thy  feet. 

H  Y  M  N     n6. 

Christ   a    sure    Guide. 

1   /^  umr  me,  O  thou  great  Jehovah, 
^^  Pilgrim,  through  this  barren  land ; 

1  am  weak,  but  thou  art  mighty, 
Hold  me  with  thy  pow'rful  hand  : 

Bread,  of  heav'n,  Bread  of  heav'n, 
Feed  me  till  I  want  no  more. 


1x6  HYMN    117, 

2  Open  now  the  cryftal  fountain 
Whence  the  healing  ftreams  do  flow, 
Let  the  fiery  cloudy  pillar, 

Lead  me  all  my  journey  through  : 
Strong  Deliverer,  ftrong  Deliverer, 
Be  thou  ftill  my  ftrength  and  fhielcl. 

3  When  I  tread  the  verge  of  Jordan, 
Bi'd  my  anxious  fears  fubfide ; 

Death  of  deaths,  and  hell's  deftrudtion, 
Land  me  fafe  on  Canaan's  fide  : 

Songs  of  praifes,  Songs  of  praifes, 

I  will  ever' give  to  thee. 


to* 


HYMN     117. 
Heavenly  joys  on  earth. 

1  Pome  ye  that  love  the  Lord, 
^  And  let  your  Joys  be  known  \ 

Join  in  a  fong  with  fweet  accord, 
While  ye  furround  the  throne. 

2  The  forrows  of  the  mind 

Be  banifh'd  from  the  place  ^ 
Religion  never  was  defign'd 
To.  make  cur  pleafures  lefs, 

3  Let  thofe  refufe  to  fing, 
Who  never  knew  our  God  ; 

But  children  of  the  heav'nly  King 
Will  fpeak  their  joys  abroad. 


H  Y  M  N     n8.  tlf 

4  The  men  of  grace  have  found 
Glory  begun  below  ; 

Celeftial  fruits  on  earthly  ground, 
From  faith  and  hope  may  grow, 

5  The  hill  of  Zion  yields 

A  thoufand  facred  fweets, 
Before  we  reach  the  heav'nly  fields. 
Or  walk  the  golden  ftreecs. 

6  Then  let  our  fongs  abound, 
And  ev'ry  tear  be  dry  •, 

We're  marchingthro'lMMANUEL'sground^ 
To  fairer  worlds  on  high. 

HYMN    n8, 

THE     OFFICES    OF    CHRIST. 

i    To  in  all  the  glorious  riames, 
•J    Of  \Vifdom,  love,  and  pow'r, 
That  mortals  ever  knew, 
That  angels  ever  bore  : 

All  are  too  mean  to  fpeak  his  worthy 
Too  mean  to  fet  our  Saviour  forth. 

i  But  O  !  what  gentle  terms, 
What  condelcending  ways, 
Doth  our  Redeemer  ufe 
To  teach  his  heav'nly  grace  ! 

My  foul,  with  joy  and  wonder  fee 
hat  forms  of  love  he  bears  for  thee. 


Il8  HYMN     iic. 

3  Great  Prophet  of  our  God, 

Our  tongues  would  blefs  thy  name  \ 

By  thee  the  joyful  news 

Of  our  falvation  came  : 
The  joyful  news  of  iins  forgiv'n, 
Of  hell  fubdu'd,  and  peace  with  heav'n. 

4  Jesus,  our  great  High  prieft, 
Offered  his  blood,  and  dy'd  \ 
Thou  guilty  finner  feek 

No  facrifice  befide  : 

His  pow'rful  blood  did  once  atone, 
And  now  it  pleads  before  the  throne* 

5  Thou  dear  Almighty  Lord  ! 
Our  Conqu'ror,  and  our  King  ! 
Thy  fcepter  and  thy  fword, 
Thy  reigning  grace  wre  fing  : 

Thine  is  the  pow'r  •,  O  may  we  fit 
In  willing  bonds  beneath  thy  feet ! 


HYMN     iiq.       The    same, 

i     A  rray'd  in  mortal  flefh, 
**:  Lo,  the  great  Angel  ftands  ! 
And  holds  the  promifes 
And  pardons  in  his  hands  : 

Commiffion'd  from  his  Father's  throne, 
To  make  his  grace  to  mortals  known. 


\ 


HYMN     1 20.  119 

2  Be  thou  our  Counfellor, 

Our  Pattern,  and  our  Guide  ! 
And  thro'  this  defert  land 

Still  keep  us  near  thy  fide  ! 
O  let  our  feet  ne'er  run  aftray, 
Nor  rove,  nor  feek  the  crooked  way. 

3  We'd  hear  our  Shepherd's  voice, 

Whole  watchful  eye  doth  keep 
Poor  wand'ring  fouls  among: 

The  thoufands  of  his  fheep  : 
He  feeds  his  flock, he  calls  their  names, 
His  bofom  bears  the  tender  lambs. 

4  To  this  dear  furety's  hands, 

My  foul,  commend  thy  caufe  ; 
He  anfwers,  and  fulfils 

His  Father's  broken  laws  : 
Believing  fouls  now  free  are  fet  •,   . 
For  Christ  hath  paid  their  dreadful 
debt, 

5  Then  let  our  fouls  arife, 

And  tread  the  tempter  down  -9 
Our  Captain  leads  us  forth 

To  conqueft  and  a  crown  : 
March  on !  nor  fear  to  win  the  day, 
Tho'  death  and  hell  obftruft  the  way. 


[     120     ] 
HYMN     120* 

i   T   ord,  avenge  thy  tempted  faints* 
^  For  thou  canft  fupply  our  wartts  $ 
Satan  and  a  finful  heart, 
Caufe  us  many  hours  of  fmart  i 
We  fail  on  a  troubled  fea, 
Harrafs'd  by  the  enemy, 
Foes  without,  and  foes  within, 
Tempting  daily  unto  fin. 

%  Satan  ufes  all  his  craft, 

On  the  right  hand  and  the  left ; 
World  and  fiefh  and  hell  combine  $  m 
Jesus,  fend  thy  help  divine  : 
God  his  little  remnant  tries, 
Salts  with  fire  each  facrifice  •, 
But  tho5  tempefts  rife  afrefh — s 
Christ  is  in  the  burning;  bufn. 

3  Lord,  thy  dealings  we  admire, 
Thou'lt  usfave,  yet  as  by  fire -, 
Purge  the  drofs,  the  gold  refine, 
Stamp  the  fame  for  current  coin  : 
Jesu,  we  can  find  no  reft, 

But  when  leaning  on  thy  breaft ; 
Onward  then- we  fweetly  move, 
When  we  fuck  the  breads  of  love, 

4  We  ftiall  furely  find  at  length 
Weaknefs  perfected  in  ftrength  ; 
Tho'  we're  toft  with  doubts  and  fears, 
Thou  wilt  wipe  away  our  tears : 

Lofcift 


HYMN      121.  121 

Lord,  bring  on  the  joyful  day, 
Make  our  forrows  flee  away  •, 
Gather  all  thy  faints  in  one, 
1  hee  to  praife  around  the  throne. 

H  Y  M  N     i2i. 

T  H  E    S  I  N  N  E  R      CONVERTED, 


i   T  X  ^hen  with  my  mind  divinely  prefc, 
*  *     Dear  Saviour,  my  revolving  breall 
Wou'd  paft  offences  trace ; 
rcmblinsj  I  make  the  black  i'eview, 
Yet  plcas'd  behold,  admiring  too, 
The  pow'r  of  changing  grace. 

i  This  tongue,  with  blafphemies  defil'd, 
Thefe  feet,  to  erring  paths  beguil'd, 

In  heav'nly  league  agree ; 
Who  cou'd  believe  luch  lips  cou'd  praife, 
Or  think  my  dark  and  winding  ways 

Should  ever  lead  to  thee  ? 

3   Thefe  eyes,  that  once  abus'd  their  Tight, 
Now  lift  to  thee  their  watry  light, 

And  weep  a  filent  flood  v 
Thefe  hands  afcendin  ceafelefs  pray'r  ; 
O  wafh  away  the  itains  they  wear, 

In  pure  redeeming  blood  .! 

G 


122  HYMN     122. 

4  Thefe  ears,  that  pleas'd  cou'd  entertain 
The  midnight  oath,  the  luftful  (train, 

When  round  the  feflal  board  ; 
rNow  deaf  to  all  th'  inchanting  noife, 
Avoid  the  throng,  deteft  the  joys, 

And  prels  to  hear  thy  word. 

5  Thus  art  thou  ferv'd  in  ev'ry  part ; 
And  now  thou  doft  transform  my  heart, 

That  drofly  thing  refine  : 
Now  grace  doth  nature's  ftrength  controul, 
And  a  new  creature — body — foul, 

Are,  Lord,  for  ever  thine  1 

HYMN     122-     The   same. 

i    /~\  f  t  I  reflect  upon  thy  grace, 
^-S     With  tears  of  thankfulnefs, 
Which  calF.d  me  from  my  native  place, 
The  world's  wide  wiickrnefs. 

2  My  precious  time  I  vainly  fpent, 

Subjed:  to  nature's  fway  •, 
My  corrupt  carnal  will  was  bent 
Its  motions  to  obey. 

3  Thick  darknefs  overfpread  my  mind, 

I  (tumbled  in  the  night ; 
All  my  affeftions  were  inclin'd 
To  creaturely  delight. 

4  God  faw  me  in  this  wretched  cafe, 

A  flave  to  bafe  ddire  : 
And  by  an  aft  of  fpecial  grace, 
The  brand  pluck'd  from  the  fire. 
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5  O  may  a  fenfe  of  mercies  paft, 
Stir  up  my  foul  to  praiie  ; 
And  whet  my  appetite  to  tafte 
Thy  larger  draughts  of  grace. 

HYMN     123. 

The    Believer's    hope. 

1  T-JE  is  a  God  of  fov'reign  love, 
*  *-  That  promis'd  heav'n  to  me  ; 
And  taught  my  thoughts  to  foar  above, 

Where  happy  fpirits  be. 

2  Prepare  me,  Lord,  for  thy  right  hand ; 

Then  come  the  joyful  day  ! 
Come  death  and  fome  celeftial  band, 
To  bear  my  foul  away. 

3  Then,  my  Beloved,  take  my  foul 

Up  to  thy  bleft  abode  5 
That  face  to  face  I  may  behold 
My  Saviour,  and  my  God. 

4  God  has  laid  up  in  heav'n  for  me 

A  crown  which  cannot  fade  ^ 
The  righteous  Judge  at  the  great  day 
Shall  place  it  on  my  head. 

5  Nor  hath  the  King  of  grace  decreed 

This  prize  for  me  alone  ; 
But  all  that  love  and  long  to  fee 
Th*  appearance  of  his  Son. 
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HYMN     124. 

Psalm  cxix,    verse     158* 

1     A  rise,  my  tend'reft  thoughts,  arife, 
^^To  torrents  melt  my  ftreaming  eyes  ! 
And  thou,  my  heart,  with  anguifh  feel 
Thofe  evils,  which  thou  canft  not  heal ! 

2.  See  human  nature  funk  in  fhame  ! 
See  fcandals  pour'd  on  Jesu's  name  ! 
The  Father  wounded  thro'  the  Son  ! 
The  world  abus'd,  the  foul  undone  ! 

3  See  the  fhort  courfe  of  vain  delight 
Clofing  in  everlafting  night ! 

In  flames,  that  no  abatement  know, 
The  briny  tears  for  ever  flow. 

4  My  God,  I  feel  the  mournful  fcene  ; 
My  bowels  yern  o'er  dying  men  ; 
And  fain  my  pity  wou'd  reclaim, 

And  fnatch  the  firebrands  from  the  flame ! 

5  But  feeble  my  companion  proves, 
And  can  but  weep  where  moft  it  loves ; 
Thine  own  all-faving  arm  employ, 
And  turn  thofe  drops  of  grief  to  joy. 
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i     A    Charge  to  keep  I  have, 

*•*-  A  God  to  glorify  •, 
A  never-dying  foul  to  fave, 

And  fit  it  for  the  fky. 

2  To  ferve  the  prefent  age, 
My  calling  to  fulfil; 

O  may  it  all  my  pow'rs  engage, 
To  do  my  mailer's  will ! 

3  Arm  me  with  jealous  care, 
As  in  thy  fight  to  live  •, 

And  O  !   thy  fervant,  Lord,  prepare 
A  good  account  to  give  ! 

4  Help  me  to  watch  and  pray, 
And  on  thyfelf  rely  •, 

And  let  me  ne'er  my  truft  betray, 
Left  I  for  ever  die. 


II  Y  M  N     126. 
Faith   in  Christ  our  sacri: 

TVTot  all  the  blood  of  beads 
^  ^    On  Jewifh  altars  fiain  ; 
Cou'd  give  the  guilty  confcience  peace, 
Or  wafli  away  one  flain. 
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2  But  Christ,  the  heav'nly  Lamb, 
Takes  all  our  fins  away  ; 

A  facrifice  of  nobler  name, 
And  richer  blood  than  they. 

3  My  faith  would  lay  its  hand 
On  that  dear  head  of  thine, 

While  like  a  penitent  I  ftand, 
And  there  confefs  my  fin. 

4  My  foul  looks  back  to  fee 
The  burdens  thou  didft  bear, 

When  hanging  on  the  curfed  tree, 
And  hopes  her  guilt  was  there. 

5  Believing  we  rejoice 

To  fee  the  curfe  remove ; 
We  blefs  the  Lamb  with  chearful  voice, 
And  fing  his  bleeding  love. 

HYMN      127.  A  SONNET, 

1  A  wake  and  fing  the  fong 
-^*-  Of  Mofes  and  the  Lamb  ; 

Wake  ev'ry  heart  and  ev'ry  tongue, 
To  praife  the  Saviour's  name. 

2  Sing  of  his  dying  love, 
Sing  of  his  riling  pow'r, 

Sing  how  he  intercedes  above, 
For  thofe  whofe  fins  he  bore* 


HYMN     128.  127 

3  Sing  till  we  feel  our  hearts 
Alcending  with  our  tongues, 

Sing  'till  the  love  of  fin  departs, 
And  grace  infpires  our  fongs. 

Sing  on  your  heav'nly  way, 
Ye  ranfom'd  finners  fing  -, 
Sing  on,  rejoicing  ev'ry  day, 
In  Christ  th'  eternal  Kino;. 

5  Soon  fhall  ye  hear  him  fay, 
"  Ye  bleifed  children  come  " 

Soon  will  he  call  you  hence  away, 
And  take  his  wand'rers  home. 

H  Y  M  N     128. 

Eben-ezer,      1  S  a  m.  vii.  1 2 

1  Pome,  thou  font  of  ev'ry  bleffing  ! 
^   Tune  my  heart  to  fing  thy  grace  I 
Streams  of  mercy  never-ceafing, 

Call  for  fongs  of  loudeft  praife  : 
Teach  me  Ibme  melodious  fonnet, 

Sung  by  flaming  tongues  above  ; 
Praife  the  mount — I'm  fixt  upon  it, 

Mount  of  God's  unchanging  love  ! 

2  Here  I  raife  mine  Eben-ezer, 

Hither  by  thy  help  I'm  come  ^ 
And  I  hope  by  thy  good  pleafure 
Safely  to  arrive  at  home. 

a  4 
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Jesus  fought  me  when  a  ftranger, 
Wandering  from  the  fold  of  God  ^ 

He,  to  refcue  me  from  danger, 
Interpos'd  with  precious  blood. 

3   O  !   to  grace  how  great  a  debtor 

Daily  I'm  conilrain'd  to  be  ! 
Let  that  grace,  Lord,  like  a  fetter, 

Bind  my  wand'ring  heart  to  thee  ! 
Prone  to  wander,   Lord,  I  feel  it ; 

Prone  to  leave  the  God  I  love—      _ 
Here's  my  heart,  Lord,  take  and  feal  it ; 

Seal  it  from  thy  courts  above  ! 

H  Y  M  N     129. 
Longing    after    Christ. 

1  *  f  'hou  Shepherd  of  Ifrael,  2nd  mine, 

-**     The  joy  and  defire  of  my  heart  \ 
For  clofer  communion  I  pine, 

I  long  to  refide  where  thou  art : 
The  pafture  I  languilh  to  find, 

VvThere  all,  who  their  Shepherd  obey, 
Are  fed,  on  thy  bofom  reclin'd, 

Are  fcreen'd  from  the  heat  of  the  day. 

2  Ah !  fliew  me  that  happieft  place, 

That  place  of  thy  peoples  abode  \ 
Where  faints  in  an  extafy  gaze, 
And  hang  on  a  crucify'd  God  : 
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Thy  love  for  a  finner  declare, 

Thy  paffion  and  death  on  the  tree  ; 

My  fpirit  to  Calvary  bear, 

To  fufter,  and  triumuh  with  thee. 

3  5Tis  there  with  the  lambs  of  thy  flock, 

There  only  I  covet  to  reft ; 
To  lie  at  the  foot  of  the  rock, 

Or  rife  to  be  hid  in  thy  bread  ; 
'Tis  there  I  wou'd  always  abide, 

And  never  a  moment  depart, 
Conceal'd  in  the  cleft  of  thy  fide, 

Eternally  held  in  thine  heart. 

HYMN     130. 
Christ  withdrawn. 

1  S~\  What  fhall  I  do  to  retrieve 

^^  The  love  for  a  feafon  beftow'd  ; 
'Tis  better  to  die  than  to  live 

Exii'd  from  the  prefence  of  God  : 
"With  forrow  diftrafted  and  doubt, 

With  palpable  horror  oppreft, 
The  city  I  wander  about, 

And  feek  my  repofe  in  his  breaft 

2  Ye  watchmen  of  Ifrael,  declare 

If  ye  my  Beloved  have  feen, 
And  point  to  that  heav'nly  fair, 
Surpaffing  the  children  of  men  : 
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My  Lover  and  Lord  from  above* 
Who  only  can  quiet  my  pain, 

Whom  only  1  languifh  to  love, 
O  where  fhall  1  find  him  again  ? 

3  The  joy  and  defire  of  mine  eyes, 

The  end  of  my  forrow  and  woe  ^ 
My  hope,  and  my  heav'nly  prize, 

"My  height  of  ambition  below  : 
Once  more  if  he  fhew  me  his  facer 

He  never  again  fhall  depart, 
Detained  in  my  ciofeft  embraee, 

ConceaPd  in  the  depth  of  my  heart. 

HYMN     131. 

The    Pilgrim's    song. 

1    "O  ise,  my  foul,  and  ftretchthy  wings^ 
**^  Thy  better  portion  trace  ^ 
Rife  from  tranfitory  things, 

Towards  heaven,  thy  native  place  : 
Snn,  and  moon,  and  ftars  decay, 

Time  fhall  foon  this  earth  remove  -; 
Rife,  my  foul,  and  hade  away 

To  feats  prepaid  above. 

;  Rivers  to  the  ocean  run, 

Nor  ftay  in  all  their  courfe ; 
Fire  afcending  feeks  the  fun, 
Beth  fpeed  them  to  their  ioiirce  • 
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So  a  foul  that's  born  of  God 

Pants  to  view  his  glorious  face. 
Upward  tends  to  his  abode, 
To  reft  in  his  embrace. 

Ceafe,  ye  pilgrims,  ceafe  to  mourn, 

Prefs  onward  to  the  prize  ; 
Soon  our  Saviour  will  return, , 

Triumphant  in  the  fkies  : 
Yet  a  feafon,  and  you  know 

Happy  entrance  will  be  giv'n, 
All  our  ibrrows  left  below, 

And  earth  exchang'd  for  heav'n. 


HYMN     132.         Another 

1  /Children  of  the  heav'nly  King,. 
^  As  ye  journey  fweetly  fing  ; 
Sing  your  Saviour's  worthy  praife, 
Glorious  in  his  works  and  ways! 

2  Ye  are  trav'ling  home  to  God, 
In  the  way  the  fathers  trod  : 
They  are  happy  now,  and  ye 
Soon  their  happinefs  fhall  fee. 

3  O  ye  banifh'd  feed  be  glad  ! 
Christ  our  Advocate  is  made  ^ 
Us  to  fave  our  flefh  affumes, 
Brother  to  our  fouls  becomes. 


1^2  H  Y  M  N     1^3- 

4  Shout,  ye  little  flock  and  bleft, 
You  on  Jesu's  throne  fhall  reft  ; 
There  your  feat  is  now  prepar'd, 
There  your  kingdom,  and  reward. 

5  Fear  not,  brethren,  joyful  (land 
On  the  borders  or  your  land  ; 
Jesus  Christ,  your  Father's  Son, 
Bids  you  undifmay'd  go  on. 

6  Lord!  obediently  we'll  go, 
Gladly  leaving  all  below  •, 
Only  thou  our  leader  be, 
And  we  ftill  will  follow  thee  ! 

HYMN     133. 
Flesh    and    spirit. 
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TX/that  different  pow'rs  of  grace  and  fin 

*  *       Attend  our  mortal  ftate  ? 
I  hate  the  thoughts  that  work  within, 
And  do  the  works  I  hate. 

Now  I  complain,  and  groan  and  die, 
While  fin  and  Satan  reign ; 

Now  ratfe  my  fongs  of  triumph  high, 
For  grace  prevails  again. 

So  darknefs  ftruggles  with  the  light, 

Till  perfect  day  arife  •, 
Water  and  fire  maintain  the  fight, 

Until  the  weaker  dies. 


HYMN     I34.  Wj 

4  Thus  will  the  flefh  and  Spirit  ftrive, 
And  -vex  and  break  my  peace  ; 
But  I  ihall  quit  this  mortal  life, 
And  fin  for  ever  ceaie. 

HYMN     134. 

The   beatific  vision. 

1  T  Long  to  behold  him  array'd 

A     With  glory  and  light  from  above  5 
The  King  in  his  beauty  difplay'd, 

His  beauty  of  holieit  love  : 
I  languifh,  and  die  to  be  there, 

Where  Jesus  hath  fix'd  his  abode  ; 
O  when  fhall  we  meet  in  the  air, 

And  fly  to  the  mountain  of  God  ! 

2  With  him  I  on  Zion  fnall  Hand, 

(For  Jesus  hath  fpoken  the  word) 
The  breadth  of  Immanuei/s  land 

Survey  by  the  light  of  my  Lord  : 
But  when  on  thy  boibm  reclin'd, 

Thy  face  I  am  ftrengthen'd  to  fee, 
My  fulnefs  of  rapture  I  find, 

My  heaven  of  heaven's  in  thee  ! 

3  How  happy  the  people  that  dwell 

Secure  in  the  city  above  ! 
No  pain  the  inhabitants  feel, 

No  ficknefs  or  forrow  fnall  prove  : 
2 


i34  HYMN     i35. 

4.  Phyfician  of  fouls,  unto  me 

Forgivenefs  and  holinefs  give, 
And  then  from  the  body  fet  free, 
And  then  to  the  city  receive. 

H  Y  M  N     135.. 

r  f\  Jesu,  our  Lord, 

^-^     Thy  name  be  ador'd, 
For  all  the  rich  bleffings  convey'd  by  thy 
word. 

2  In  fpirit  we  trace 
Thy  wonders  of  grace. 

And  chearfully  join  in  a  concert  ofpraife. 

3  The  Antient  of  days 
His  glory  difplays, 

And  ihines  on  his  chofen  with  cherifhing 
rays. 

4  The  trumpet  of  God 
Is  founding  abroad, 

The  language  of  mercy — falvation  thro5 
blood. 

5  Thrice  happy  are  they 
Who  hear  and  obey, 

And  fhare  in  the  bleffings  of  this  gofpel* 
day. 
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6  The  people  who  know 
The  Saviour  below, 

With  burning  afteftion  to  worfhip  him 
glow. 

7  Their  anguifh  and  fmart, 
And  forrows  depart, 

Who  find  his  falvation  infcrib'd  on.  their* 
heart. 

8  This  bleffing  be  mine, 
Thro'  favour  divine, 

But  O,  my  Redeemer,  the  glory  be  thine! 

9  The  work  is  of  grace, 
Thine,  thine  be  the  praife  ; 

And  mine  to  adore  thee,  and  tell  of  thy 

ways. 

H  Y  M  N    136. 

Crucifixion    to    the  world, 

TT7ken  I  furvey  the  wondrous  crofs 

*  *   On  which  the  Prince  of  glory  dy'd, 
My  richefl  gain  I  count  but  lofs, 

And  pour  contempt  on  all  my  pride. 

Forbid  it,  Lord,  that  I  Ihould  boaft, 
Save  in  the  crofs  of  Christ  my  God  ; 

All  the  vain  things  that  charm  me  moft, 
I  (acrifice  them  to  his  blood. 


136  HYMN     137; 

3  See  from  his  head,  his  hands,  his  feet, 

Sorrow  and  love  flow  mingling  down  \ 
Did  e'er  iuch  love,  fuch  forrow  meet  ? 
Or  thorns  compole  fo  bright  a  crown  ? 

4  Were  the  whole  realm  of  nature  mine, 

That  were  a  prefent  far  too  fmall ; 
Love  fo  amazing,  fo  divine, 

Demands  my  foul,  my  life,  my  all. 

HYMN     137. 

Farewel    to    the    world. 


\\To  r  l  d,  adieu  !  thou  real  cheat, 
Oft  have  thy  deceitful  charms 
Fill'd  my  heart  with  fond  conceit, 

Foolifh  hopes,  and  falfe  alarms  : 
Now  1  fee  as  clear  as  day 
Hov?  thy  follies  pafs  away. 

Vain  thy  entertaining  fights, 
Falfe  thy  promifcs  renew'd, 

All  the  pomp  of  thy  delights 
Does  but  flatter  and  delude  : 

Thee  I  quit  for  heav'n  above,. 

Qbjeft  of  the  ncbleft  loye, 


H  Y  M  M     137.  137 

3  Farewel  honour's  empty  pride, 

Thy  own  nice  uncertain  guft, 
If  the  lead  mifchance  betide, 

Lays  thee  lower  than  the  duft  : 
Worldly  honours  end  in  gall, 
Rife  to-day — to-morrow  fall. 

4  Foolifh  vanity — farewel — 

More  inconftant  than  the  wave, 
Where  thy  foothing  fancies  dwell, 

Pur?ft  tempers  they  deprave: 
He,  to  whom  I  fly  from  thee, 
Jesus  Ch  rist  fhall  fet  me  free, 

5  Let  not,  Lord,  my  wand' ring  mind 

Follow  after  fleeting  toys, 
Since  in  thee  alone  I  find 

Solid  and  fubftantial  joys  : 
Joys  that  never  over-pall, 
Thro'  eternity  fhall  laft. 

6  Lord,  how  happy  is  the  heart 

After  thee  while  it  afpirrt  ! 
True  and  faithful  as  thou  art, 

Thou  fhalt  anfwer  its  defires  •, 
It  fhall  fee  the  glorious  fcene 
Of  thine  everlafting  reign. 
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HYMN     138. 
Gratitude. 

1  TXThen  all  thy  mercies,  O  my  God, 

v  v       My  riling  foul  furveys, 
Tranfported  with  the  view  I'm  loft 
In  wonder,  love,  and  praife. 

2  Thy  providence  my  life  fuftaia'd, 

And  all  my  wants  redreft, 

When  in  the  filent  womb  I  lay, 

And  hung  upon  the  breaft. 

3  Unnumbered  comforts  to  my  foul 

Thy  tender  care  beftow'd, 
Before  my  infant-heart  conceived 
From  whom  thole  comforts  flow'd. 

4  When  in  the  flipp'ry  paths  of  youth, 

With  heedlefs  fteps  I  ran  ; 
Thine  arm,  unfeen,  convey'd  me  lafe, 
And  led  me  on  to  man. 

5  When  worn  by  ficknefs  oft  haft  thou 

With  health  renew'd  my  face  ; 
And  when  in  fins  and  forrows  funk, 
Reviv'd  my  foul  with  grace. 

6  Thy  bounteous  hand  with  worldly  bliiV 

Has  made  my  cup  run  o'er  -, 
And  in  a  kind  and  faithful  friend 
Has  doubled  all  my  ft  ore. 
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j  Thro*  ev'ry  period  of  my  life 
Thy  goodnefs  Fll  purfue  ; 
And  after  death  in  diftant  worlds, 
The  glorious  theme  renew. 

8  When  nature  fails,  and  day  and  night 

Divide  thy  works  no  more; 
My  ever-grateful  heart,  O  Lord, 
Thy  mercy  fhall  adore. 

9  Thro5  all  eternity  to  thee 

A  joyful  fong  Fll  raife  ; 
For  O  !  eternity's  too  fhort 
To  utter  all  thypraife. 
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'hat  fhall  we  render  unto  thee, 
Thou  glorious  Lord  of  life  and 
pow'r  ! 
Teach  us  to  bow  the  humble  knee  •, 

Teach  us  with  thankfulnefs  t'  adore  i 
Topraife  thee  as  thy  faints  above, 
To  praife  thee  for  thy  wondrous  love. 

When  like  loft  fheep  we  wander'd  wide, 
And  left  the  watchful  Shepherd's  eye. 

When  born  along  th'  impetuous  tide 
Of  this  world's  fin  and  vanity  •, 

Our  Jesus  from  the  heav'ns  came  down. 

To  lave  us  by  his  grace  alone. 


I40  HYMN     i4oJ 

3  He  bore  our  fins  upon  the  tree, 

(To  feek  and  fave  the  loft  he  came) 
There  was  he  bound  to  fet  us  free, 

From  death  and  everlafting  fhame  : 
The  captive  flock  from  hell  was  freed, 
And  ranfom'd  when  their  Shepherd  bled. 

4  Before  the  Father's  awful  throne, 

Our  merciful  High  prieft  he  (lands, 
And  interceding  for  his  own, 

The  purchas'd  remnant  now  demands  •, 
His  people's  everlafting  friend, 
Who  loving,  loves  them  to  the  end. 

5  May  we,  his  banifh'd  ones,  rejoice, 

Him  for  our  Lord  and  God  to  own  ; 
To  take  him  as  our  only  choice, 

And  cleave  to  him  in  love  alone ; 
Be  growing  up  in  holinefs, 
Then  meet  him  in  the  realms  of  blifs, 
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A    Thoufand  foes  prepare  to  war 
•*•-*■     Againft  a  feeble  faint  •, 
Jesus,  in  my  behalf  appear, 
And  chear  me,  left  I  faint. 

Give  me  an  heart  divorc'd  from  fin, 
Shut  up  from  worldly  care  ; 

Conftant,  fincere,  and  fervent  in 
The  exercife  of  pray'r. 
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3  Watchful  in  ev'ry  work  and  word, 

Ready  to  fpeak  thy  praife  ; 
Arm'd  with  thy  Spirit's  two-edg'd  fword. 
And  cloth'd  with  ev'ry  grace. 

4  Fill'd  with  a  godly  filial  fear, 

A  conftant  jealous  care  j 
Left  I  from  the  right  path  fliould  err: 
Or  fall  into  a  fnare. 

5  To  ev'ry  earthly  object  dead  • 

Alive  to  things  above-, 
Conform'd  unto  my  living  Head* 
And  fill'd  with  burning  love. 

6  Let  furious  heats  no  more  moleft, 

Nor  paflions  chafe  my  mind  ; 
Quench  all  ill  tempers  in  my  breaft5 
And  make  me  meek  and  kind; 

7  Grant  me  a  ferious,  fober  mind, 

From  levity  fet  free  •, 
That  I  mayfhewto  all  mankind 
Thine  image^  Lord,  in  me. 

8  A  flume  m  me  thy  dwelling-place, 

Thy  temple,  and  thy  throne  ; 
Then  ftubborn  felf  fhall  bend  to  grace^ 
And  Antichrift  fall  down. 
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HYMN     141. 

Adoring    Christ. 

1  T> rethren,  let  us  join  to  blefs 

-*-*  Jesus  Christ,  our  joy  and  peace  ; 
Let  our  praife  to  him  be  giv'n, 
High  at  God's  right  hand  in  heav'n  ! 

2  Mailer,  fee  !   to  thee  we  bow, 
Thou  art  Lord,  and  only  thou  •, 
Thou  the  blefled  virgin's  feed, 
Glory  of  thy  church,  and  Head. 

3  Thee  the  angels  ceafelefs  fing, 
Thee  we  praife  our  Prieft  and  King; 
Worthy  is  thy  name  of  praife, 

Full  of  glory,  full  of  grace. 

4  Thou  haft  the  glad  tidings  brought, 
Of  falvation  by  thee  wrought ; 
Wrought  for  all  thy  church  !   and  we 
Worfhip  in  their  company, 

5  We  thy  little  flock  adore 
Thee  the  Lord,  for  evermore  ! 
Ever  with  us  fhew  thy  love, 
Till  we  join  with  thofe  above  ! 


t    i43    3 

HYMN     142 

To     THE    HOLY     GHOST, 

1  Ctay,  thou  infulted  Spirit,  flay; 

^  Tho'  I  have  done  thee  fuch  defpite, 
Caft  not  a  finner  quite  away, 

Nor  take  thine  everlafting  flight. 

2  Tho'  I  have  moft  unfaithful  been, 

Of  all,  who  e'er  thy  grace  receiv'd  ; 
Ten  thoufand  times  thy  goodnefs  feen, 
Ten    thoufand    times    thy    goodnefs 
griev'd. 

3  But  O  !  the  chief  of  finners  fpare, 

In  honour  of  my  great  High  pried  ; 
Nor  in  thy  righteous  anger  fwear 
T'  exclude  me  from  thy  people's  reft. 

4  If  yet  thou  canft  my  fins  forgive, 

E'en  now,  O  Lord,  relieve  my  woes  ^ 
Into  thy  reft  of  love  receive, 

And  blefs  me  with  a  calm  repofc, 

5  E'en  now  my  weary  foul  releafe, 

And  raife  me  by  thy  gracious  hand  -> 
Guide  me  into  thy  perfect  peace, 
And  bring  me  to  thepromis'd  hnd. 
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HYMN     143. 

The  Christian's    expectation'. 

1  Z^1  od  of  all  confolation,  take 
^^  The  glory  of  thy  grace  ; 
Thy  gifts  to  thee  we  render  back 

In  ceafelefs  fongs  of  praife. 

2  Not  unto  us,  but  thee,  O  LorDj 

Glory  to  thee  be  giv'n, 
For  ev'ry  gracious  thought  and  word, 
That  brought  us  nearer  heaven. 

3  Our  fouls  are  in  his  mighty  hand, 

And  he  will  keep  them  ftill ; 
And  you  and  I  fhall  furely  Hand 
With  him  on  Zion's  hill. 

4  Him  eye  to  eye  we  thefe  fhall  fee, 
-     Our  face,  like  his,  fhall  Ihine; 

O  what  a  glorious  company, 
When  faints  and  angels  join  ! 

5  O  what  a  joyful  meeting  there* 

In  robes  of  white  array'd  ; 
Palms  in  our  hands  we  all  fhall  bear. 
And  crowns  upon  our  head  ! 

6  Then  let  us  earneftly  contend^ 

And  fight  our  paflage  thro' ; 

Bear  in  our  faithful  mind  the  end, 

And  keep  the  prize  in  view. 

7  Then 
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7  Then  let  us  haften  to  the  day, 

When  all  Ihall  be  brought  home  ; 
Come,  O  Redeemer,  come  away, 
Lord  Jesu,  quickly  come  ! 

HYMN     144*     Adoring  Jesus: 

1  /~\  Come  let  us  join, 

^^  Together  combine, 
To  praife  our  dear  Saviour*  our  Matter 
divine. 

2  Him  let  us  adore, 
Who  cover'd  with  gore* 

Late  hang'd  on  Calvary,  both  wounded 
and  poor. 

3  He  worthy  is  bleft 
By  fpirits  at  reft, 

Who  once  in  this  defert  his  Godhead  con- 
fefsU 

4  The  prophets  who  told 
His  fufif'rings  of  old, 

Singnowfweetthankfgivingsohpfalt'ries 
of  gold, 

5  The  fathers  to  whom 

He  fhew'd  he  would  coffle, 
Now  in  his  pavilion  take  up  their  long 
home, 

H 


6  The  fpirits  of  men, 

Who  for  him  were  {lain, 
From  Abel  the  righteous,  {hare  now  in  his 


7  The  apoftles  who  flood, 
Refiftins;  to  blood 

For  Jesus's  gofpel,  rejoice  in  their  God. 

8  O  church  of  the  Lamb 
Here  met,  do  the  fame, 

With  faints  and  with  angels  blefs  Jesus's 
name. 

9  My  foul  bear  a  part, 
For  ranfom'd  thou  art 

By  Jesu's  blood-ihedding,  his  burial  and 
fmart. 

10  To  him  that  was  flain, 
The  fcorn'd  Nazarene, 

Be  glory  and  honour  ±  let  all  fay  Amen. 
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OThou  holy  Lamb  divine, 
How  canft  thou  and  finners  join  ? 
God  of  fpotlefs  purity, 
How  fhall  man  concur  with  thee  ? 
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Offer  up  one  facrifice 

Acceptable  to  the  fkies ; 

What  fhall  we  wretched  finners  bring 

Pleafing  to  the  glorious  King? 

Only  fin  we  call  our  own, 
But  thou  art  the  darling  Son  ; 
Thine  it  is  our  God  t'  appeafe, 
Him  thou  doll  for  ever  pleafe. 

We  on  thee  alone  depend, 
With  thy  facrifice  afcend, 
Render  what  thy  grace  hath  giv'n, 
Lift  our  fouls  with  thee  to  heav'n. 

HYMN     146. 

God  glorious  and  sinners  saved. 

T^ather,  how  wide  thy  glory  fliines  \ 
A       How  high  thy  wonders  rife  ! 
Known  thro'  the  earth  by  thoufand  figns," 
By  thoufand  thro5  the  fkies, 

Thofe  mighty  orbs  proclaim  thy  pow'r  ; 

Their  motions  fpeak  thy  fkill  -, 
And  on  the  wings  of  ev'ry  hour 

We  read  thy  patience  ftill. 

But  when  we  view  thy  great  defign 

To  lave  rebellious  worms  \ 
Where  vengeance  and  compaflion  join 

In  their  divineft  forms  \ 
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4  Here  the  whole  Deity  is  known, 

Nor  dares  a  creature  guefs 
Which  of  the  glories  brightefl  fhone, 
Thejuftice,  or  the  grace. 

5  Now  the  full  glories  of  the  Lamb 

Adorn  the  heav'nly  plains, 
Bright  feraphs  learn  Immanuel's  name, 
And  try  their  choiceft  flrains. 

6  O  may  I  bear  fome  humble  part 

In  that  immortal  fong  j 
Wonder  and  joy  fhall  tune  my  heart, 
And  love  command  my  tongue, 

HYMN     147. 
Thy    word    is    truth. 

1  TVvT  Y  hiding-place,  my  refuge,  tow'f * 
^*  And  fhield  art  thou,  O  Lord  3 

I  firmly  anchor  all  my  hopes 
On  thy  unerring  word. 

2  Engrav'd  as  in  eternal  brafs, 

The  mighty  promife  fhines, 
Nor  can  the  pow'rs  of  darknefs  ra2e 
Thofe  everlafting  lines. 

3  The  facred  word  of  grace  is  ftrong, 

As  that  Which  built  the  fkies  ; 
The  voice  which  rolls  the  ftars  along,- 
Spoke  all  the  promifes. 
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4  My  hiding-place,  my  refuge,  tow'r, 
And  fhield  art  thou,  O  Lord  •, 
I  firmly  anchor  all  my  hopes 
On  thy  unerring  word. 

HYMN     148.        Prov.  xxviii.  14. 

1  f^  on  of  all  grace  and  majefty  ! 
^^  Supremely  great  and  good  ! 
If  I  have  favour  found  with  thee, 

Thro'  th'  atoning  blood, 
The  guard  of  all  thy  mercies  giv'n  ; 

And  to  my  pardon  join 
A  fear,  left  I  fhou'd  ever  grieve 

The  gracious  Spirit  divine. 

2  If  mercy  is  indeed  with  .thee, 

May  I  obedient  prove, 
Nor  e'er  abufe  my  liberty, 

Or  fin  ao;ainit  thy  love  : 
This  choieft  fruit  of  faith  beflow 

On  thy  fojourner  here  ; 
And  let  me  pafs  my  days  below 

In  humblenefs  and  fear. 

3  Still  may  I  walk  as  in  thy  fight, 

My  ftrift  obferver  fee  ; 
And  thou  by  rev'rent  love  unite 

My  child-like  heart  to  thee  : 
Still  let  me,  till  my  days  are  paft, 

At  Jesu's  feet  abide  : 
So  fhall  he  lift  me  up  at  laft, 

And  feat  me  by  his  fide, 
H  3 
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HYMN     149.         John  xiii.  9. 

1  Tesvs,  thou  art  my  righteoufnefs, 

* '      For  all  my  fins  were  thine  •, 
Thy  death  hath  bought  of  God  my  peace* 

Thy  life  hath  made  him  mine  : 
My  dying  Saviour  and  my  God  I 

Fountain  for  guilt  and  fin  ! 
Sprinkle  me  ever  with  thy  blood, 

And  cleanfe,  and  keep  me  clean,. 

2  Wafh  me,  and  make  me  thus  thine  own  $ 

Wafli  me  and  mine  thou  art ; 
Wafh  me,  but  not  my  feet  alone, 

. ;  hr.nds,  my  head,  and  heart! 
Th5  atonement  of  thy  blood  apply, 

Till  faith  to  fight  improve  ; 
Till  hope  in  full  enjoyment  die, 

And  all  my  foul  be  love  ! 

H  Y  M  N     i£Q.  Inconstancy, 

1  T   ord  Jesu,  when,  when  fhall  it  be 
^  That  I  no  more  fhall  break  with  thee? 
Wheq  v/ill  this  war  of  paifion  ceafe,. 
And  my  free  foul  enjoy  thy  peace  ? 

2  Here  I  repent,  and  fin  again  ; 
Now  I  revive,  and  now  am  flain  j 
Slain  by  the  fame  unhappy  dart, 
Which  O  !  too  often  wounds  my  heart. 
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g  O  Saviour,  when,  when  fhall  I  be, 
A  garden  feaPd  to  all  but  thee  ? 
No  more  expos'd,  no  more  undone,. 
But  live  and  grow  to  thee  alone  ? 

4  Guide  thou,  O  Lord,  guide  thou  my 
courfe, 
And  draw  me  en  with  thy  fwcet  force  ; 
Still  make  me  walk,  ftill  make  me  tend, 
By  thee,  my  way,  to  God  my  end,. 

HYMN     151.       To  Jesus   Ckr  \ 

1  TJToly  Lamb,  who  thee  receive, 

A  Who  in  thee  begin  to  live  j. 
Day  and  night  they  cry  to  thee, 
"  As  thou  art,  fo  let  us  be.5' 

2  Fix,  O  fix  my  wavering  mind  ; 
To  thy  crofs  my  fpirit  bind  ; 
Earthly  paffions  far  remove  -9 
Perfect  all  our  fouls  in  love, 

3  Duft  and  afhes  tho'  wre  be,. 
Full  of  guilt  and  mifery  •, 
Thine  we  are,  thou  Son  of  God  : 
Take  the  purchafe  of  thy  blood. 

4  Boundlefs  wifdom,  pow'r  diviner 
Love  unfpeakable,  are  thine  ^ 
Praife  by  ail  to  thee  be  giv'n, 
Sons  of  earth,  and  hofts  of  heav'n  f 
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H  Y  M  N     i^2. 

COiMPLEATNESS    IN    C  H  R  I  S  T. 

i   TZ  indis  the  fpeech  of  Christ  our  Lord, 
-*- **  Affedtion  founds  in  ev'ry  word  ^ 
"  Thou  art  my  chofen  one,  he  cries, 
"  Bound  to  my  heart  by  various  ties." 

2  Sweet  is  thy  voice,  dear  Lord,  to  me, 
44  I  will  behold  no  fpot  in  thee  " 
What  mighty  wonders  love  performs, 
That  puts  a  comelinefs  on  worms  ! 

3  Defii'd  and  lothefome  as  we  are, 
Thou  mak'ft  us  white,  and  call'ft  us  fair! 
Adorn'ft  us  with  thy  heav'nly  drefs, 
Thy  graces,  and  thy  righteoumefs. 

4  O  may  my  fpirit  daily  rife 

On  wings  of  faith  above  the  fkies ; 
Till  death  fhall  make  my  laft  remove, 
To  dwell  for  ever  in  thy  love ! 

HYMN    IZ7*     Preserving  grace. 

i    rT^O  God  the  only  wife, 

-*-       Our  Saviour  and  our  King, 
Let  all  the  faints  below  the  fkies 
Their  humble  praiies  bring, 
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2  'Tis  his  almighty  love, 
His  counfel  and  his  care, 

Preferves  us  fafe  from  fin  and  death y 
And  ev'ry  hurtful  fnare. 

3  He  will  prefent  our  fouls 
Unblemifh'd,  and  compleat, 

Before  the  glory  of  his  face, 
With  joys  divinely  great. 

4  Then  all  the  chofen  feed 
Shall  meet  around  the  throne ; 

Shall  blefs  the  conduct  of  his  grace,: 
And  make  his  wonders  known, 

5  To  our  redeeming  God 
Almighty  pow'r  belongs, 

Immortal  crowns  of  majefty, 
And  everlafting  fongs. 

HYMN     154. 

Pleading    the  covenant, 

f^\  Lord  my  God,  whofe  fov'reign  love 
^-^  Is  ftill  the  fame,  nor  e'er  can  move  5 
Look  to  the  covenant,  and  fee 
For  once  thy  love  was  fhewn  to  me  : 
Remember,  O  my  deareft  friend , 
And  love  me  alway  to  the  end*. 
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i54.        hymn   i55: 

2  Be  with  me  ftill,  as  heretofore, 

And  help  me  forward  more  and  more  $ 
My  ftrong,  my  ftubborn  will  incline 
To  be  obedient  ftill  to  thine  : 

O  lead  me  by  thy  gracious  hand, 
And  guide  me  fafe  to  Canaan's  land; 

3  I  need  not  fay,  for  well  thou  know'ft, 
How  I,  without  thy  help,  am  loft ; 
Thou  know'ft  how  apt  I  am  to  err, 
But  thou  canft  make  me  perfevere  : 

Be  then  my  light,  and  let  me  fee 
That  I  have  yet  my  lot  in  thee, 

4  O  take  me  up  above  the  fkies, 
Tranflate  me  to  thy  paradife  \ 
Then  fhall  I  reft  from  ev'ry  woe, 
From  all  the  troubles  here  below  ; 

Grant  this,  my  Lord,  and  kindly  fay, 
"  Come  my  Redeemed  \  come  away/9 

HYMN     155. 
God's  omnipresence. 

i    T  ord,  all  I  am  is  known  to  thee; 
-*-J     In  vain  my  foul  would  try 
To  fhun  thy  prefence,  or  to  flee 
The  notice  of  thine  eye. 

2  Thy  all-furrounding  fight  furveys 
My  rifing  and  my  reft, 
My  public  walks,  my  private  ways, 
The  fecrets  of  my  breaft.  \ 
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3  My  thoughts  lie  open  to  thee,  Lord, 

Before  they're  form'd  within  ; 
And  ere  my  lips  pronounce  the  word, 
Thou  know'ft  the  fenfe  I  mean. 

4  O  wondrous  knowledge,  deep  and  high,- 

Where  can  a  creature  hide  ? 
Within  thy  circling  arms  I  lie, 
Befet  on  ev'ry  fide. 

5  So  let  thy  grace  furround  me  flill, 

And  like  a  bulwark  prove, 
To  guard  my  foul  from  ev'ry  ill, 
Secur'd  by  fov'reign  love. 

HYMN       156--         Thanksgiving. 

1  "Dless,  O  my  foul,  the  living  God  ; 
-*~*  Call   home  thy  thoughts   that  rove- 
abroad  ; 

Let  all  thepow'rs  within  me  join, 
In  work  and  worfhip  fo  divine. 

2  Blefs,  O  my  foul,  the  God  of  grace, 
His  favours  claim  thy  higher!:  praife,; 
Why  fhould  the  wonders  he  hath  wrought 
Be  loft  in  filence,  and  forgot  ? 

3  'Twas  he,  my  foul,  thatfent  his  Sen 
To  die  for  crimes  which  thou  haft  done ; 
He  owns  the  ranfom,  and  forgives 
The  hourly  follies  of  our  Hy4§. 
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4  Our  youth  decay'd,  his  pow'r  repairs, 
His  mercy  crowns  our  growing  years  ^ 
He  fatisfies  our  foul  with  good, 

And  fills  our  mouth  with  heav'nly  food, 

5  Let  the  v/hole  earth  his  pow'r  confefs, 
Let  the  whole  earth  adore  his  grace  •, 
May  all  our  pow'rs  within  us  join, 

In  work  and  worfhip  fo  divine  ! 

HYMN     157. 
Sight  of  God  and  Christ  in  heaven. 

1  TP\EScend  from  heav'n,  immortal  Dove, 
■^^  Stoop  down  and  take  us  on  thy  wings, 
And  mount,  and  bear  us  far  above 
The  reach  of  thefe  inferior  things. 

2  O  for  a  fight,  a  pleafing  fight, 
Of  our  Almighty  Father's  throne  ! 
Their  fits  our  Saviour  crown'd  with  light, 
Clotlvd  in  a  body  like  our  own. 

3  Adoring  faints  around  him  ftand, 

And  thrones  and  pow'rs  before  him  fall-, 
The  God  fnines  gracious  thro'  the  Man, 
And  fheds  fweet  glories  on  them  all. 

4  When  fhall  the  day,  dear  Lord,  appear, 
That  we  fhall  mount  to  dwell  above, 
And  ftand  and  bow  amongft  them  there, 
And  view  thy  face,  and  fing  thy  love  ? 
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HYMN     158.  The  Beggar. 

1  J7  ncourag'd  by  thy  word 
-^  Of  promife  to  the  poor, 
Behold  a  beggar,  Lord, 
Waits  at  thy  mercy's  door  ! 

No  hand,  no  heart,  O  Lord,  but  thine, 
Can  help  or  pity  wants  like  mine. 

2  The  beggar's  ufual  plea 
Relief  from  men  to  gain, 
If  offer'd  unto  thee, 

1  know  thou  would'ft  difdain  : 
And  thofe  which  move  thy  gracious  ear, 
Are  fuch  as  men  wou'd  fcorn  to  hear. 

3  I  have  no  right  to  fay, 
That  tho'  I  now  am  poor, 
Yet  once'there  was  a  day 
"When  I  poffefled  more. 

Thou  know'ft  that  from  my  very  birth, 
I've  been  the  poorefl  wretch  on  earth, 

4  Nor  can  I  dare  profefs, 
As  beggars  often  do, 
Tho'  great  is  my  diftrefs, 
My  faults  have  been  but  few. 

If  thou  fhould'ft  leave  my  foul  to  ftarve, 
It  wou'd  be  what  I  well  deferve. 
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5  'Twere  folly  to  pretend 
I  never  beg'd  before ; 

Or,  if  thou  now  befriend,. 

Fll  trouble  thee  no  more. 
Thou  often,  halt  reliev'd  my  pain. 
And  often  I  muft  come  again. 

6  Tho'  crumbs  are  much  too  good' 
For  fuch  a  dog  as  I,: 

No  lefs  than  children's  food 
My  foul  can  fatisfy. 

0  !   do  not  frown  and  bid  me  go,-. 

1  muft  have  all.  thou  canft  bellow* 

7  Nor  can  I  willing  be, 
Thy  bounty  to  conceal* 
From  others  who,  like  me, 
Their  wants  and  hunger  feel, 

I'll  tell  them  of  thy  mercies  {lore, 
And  try  to  fend  a  thoufand  more. 

8  Thy  thoughts,  thou  only  wife, 
Our  thoughts  and  ways  tranfcend, 
Far  as  the  arched  fkies 

Above  the  earth  extend. 
Such  pleas  as  mine  men  wou'd  not  bear, 
But  God  receives  a  beggar's  pray'r. 


I 
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HYMN     159; 

Jesv,  we  thy  promife  claim,. 
We  are  met  in  thy  dear  name ; 
Tn  the  midft  do  thou  appear, 
Manifefl  thy  prefence  here  : 
Sandtify  us,  Lori>,  and  blefs, 
Breathe  thy  Spirit,  give  thy  peace; 
Come,  defcend,  celeftial  Dove, 
Make  this  time  a  time  of  love. 

Let  the  fruits  of  grace  abound, 
Let  us  in  thy  bowels  found  ; 
Faith,  and  love,  and  joy  increafe, 
Temperance,  and  gentleneis  : 
Plant  in  vis  thy  humble  mind, 
Patient,  pitiful  and  kind  •, 
Meek  and  lowly  let  us  be, 
Full  of  goodnels,  full  of  thee. 

Make  us  all  in  thee  compleat, 
Make  us  all  for  glory  meet ; 
Meet  t*  appear  before  thy  fight, 
Partners  with  the  faints  in  light: 
Call,  O  call  us  each  by  name, 
To  the  marriage  of  the  Lamb  ; 
Let  us  lean  upon  thy  breaft, 
Love  be  there  our  endlefs  feaft. 


[    i6o    ] 

HYMN     i6o- 

God  our  creator  and  benefactor, 

1  A/fY  Maker  and  my  King, 
1V±  t0  tkee  my  aj|  j  owe  . 

Thy  fov'reign  bounty  is  the  fpring 
From  whence  my  bleflings  flow.. 

2  Thou  ever  good  and  kind, 
A  thoufand  reafons  move, 

A  thoufand  obligations  bind 
My  heart  to  grateful  love. 

3  The  creature  of  thy  hand, 
On  thee  alone  I  live  ; 

My  God,  thy  benefits  demand 
Morepraife  than  life  can  give. 

4  O  !  what  can  I  impart, 
When  all  is  thine  before  ? 

Thy  love  demands  a  thankful  heart  ^ 
The  gift,  alas  !  how.  poor  ! 

5  Shall  I  withhold  thy  due  ? 

And  fhall  my  paffions  rove  ? 
Lord,  form  this  wretched  heart  anew^ 
And  fill  it  with  thy  love. 

6  O  let  thy  grace  infpire 

My  foul  with  flrength  divine, 
Let  all  my  pow'rs  to  thee  afpire3 
And  alimy  days  be  thine. 


[    161    ] 
HYMN     161.        Ephes.  ii.  5, 

1  /^  race  !  'tis  a  charming  found, 
^^  Harmonious  to  the  ear  ! 

Heav'n  with  the  echo  fhall  reibund, 
And  all  the  earth  fhall  hear, 

2  Grace  firft  contriv'd  a  way 
To  fave  rebellious  man  •, 

And  all  the  fleps  that  grace  difblay. 
Which  drew  the  wond'rous  plan, 

3  Grace  taught  my  roving  feet 
To  tread  the  heav'nly  road  \ 

And  new  fupplies  each  hour  I  meet, 
While  preffing  on  to  God. 

4  Grace  all  the  work  fhall  crown, 
Thro'  everlafting  days  ; 

It  lays  in  heav'n  the  topmoft  ftone  \ 
And  well  deferves  the  praife. 

HYMN     162. 

1   THhere  is  a  fountain  filPd  with  blood, 
A    Drawn  from  Emmanuel's  veins  ; 
And  finners  plung'd  beneath  that  flood, 
Lofe  all  their  guilty  ftains. 


162  HYMN     162. 

2  The  dying  thief  rejoic'd  to  fee 

That  fountain  in  his  day  -5 

And  there  have  I,  as  vile  as  he, 

Wafh'd  all  my  fins  away. 

3  Dear  dying  Lamb,  thy  precious  blood 

Shall  never  lofe  its  pow'r, 
Till  all  the  ranfom'd  church  of  God 
Be  fav'd  to  fin  no  more. 

4  E'er  fince  by  faith  I  law  the  dream 

Thy  flowing  wounds  fupply, 
Redeeming  love  has  been  my  theme, 
And  fhall  be  till  I  die. 

5  Then  in  a  nobler,  fweeter  fong, 

I'll  fing  thy  pow'r  to  fave  j 
When    this   poor   lifping,    Hammering 
tongue 
Lies  filent  in  the  grave. 

6  Lord,  I  believe  thou  haft  prepar'd 

(Unworthy  tho' I  be) 
For  me  a  blood-bought  free,  reward, 
A  golden  harp  for  me. 

7  >Tis  fining  and  tun'd  for  endlefs  years* 

And  form'd  bv  pov/'r  divine, 
To  found  in  God  the  Father's  ears 
No  other  name  but  thine. 


C    163    I 

HYMN     163. 
2  Cor.  v.  1,  5,  8. 

i   r  I  ^here  is  ahoufe  not  made  with  hand? 
■*•       Eternal,  and  on  high  ; 
And  here  my  fpirit  waiting  ftand*, 
Till  God  fhall  bid  it  fly, 

2  Shortly  this  prifon  of  my  clay 

Mull  be  diffolv'd  and  fall  5 
Then,  O  my  foul,  with  joy  obey 
Thy  heav'nly  Father's  call. 

3  5Tis  he,  by  his  almighty  grace, 

That  forms  thee  fit  for  heav'n  ^ 
And,  as  an  earned  of  the  place, 
Has  his  own  Spirit  giv'n. 

4  We  walk  by  faith  of  joys  to  come, 

Faith  lives  upon  his  word  ; 
But  while  the  body  is  our  home, 
We're  abfent  from  the  Lordv 

5  'Tis  pleafant  to  believe  thy  grace  -, 

But  we  had  rather  fee : 
We  wou'd  be  abfent  from  the  flefh* 
And  prefent,  Lord,  with  thee* 


C    164    ] 

HYMN      164*         i  Sam.  vii.  12. 

I  HTho'  ftrait  be  the  way, 
-*-      With  dangers  befet, 
And  we  thro'  delay 

Are  no  farther  yet ; 
Our  good  God  and  Saviour, 

Hath  help'd  us  thus  far  ^ 
And  'tis  by  his  favour 

We  are  what  we  are. 

q  A  favour  fo  great 

We  highly  fhou'd  prize  5 
Nor  murmur,  nor  fret, 

Nor  fmall  things  defpife : 
But  what  call  we  fmall  things  ? 

Sin's  whole  cancelled  fum  ? 
5Tis  greater  than  all  things— 

Except  thofe  to  come. 

3  O  !  let  us  refle£t 

On  what  we  have  been  ^ 
How  God  had  refped 

To  us  under  fin  : 
When  lower  and  lower 

We  ev'ry  day  fell, 
He  ftretch'd  forth  his  power, 

And  fnatch'd  us  from  helL 

'4  Then  let  us  rejoice, 

And  chearfully  fing, 
With  heart  and  with  voice?„ 
To  Jesus  our  King  •, 


HYMN     165.  165 

Who  thus  far  has  brought  us 

From  evil  to  good  ; 
The  ranfom  that  bought  us, 

No  lefs  than  his  blood, 

5  For  bleffings  like  thefe, 

So  bounteoufly  giv'n, 
For  profpe&s  of  peace* 

And  foretaftes  cf  heav'n  * 
5Tis  grateful,  'tis  pleafant, 

To  fingand  adore; 
Be  thankful  for  prefent* 

And  then  afk  for  more. 

HYMN     165. 

Breathing  after  heavenly  things^ 

1  'T'O  thee,  my  God,  I  hourly  fighs 

A    But  not  for  golden  ftores ; 

Nor  covet  I  the  brighteft  gems, 

On  the  rich  eaflern  fhores. 

2  Nor  that  deluding  empty  joy, 

Men  call  a  mighty  Name  ; 
Nor  greatnefs  in  its  gayeft  forms," 
My  reftlefs  thoughts  enflame. 

J  Nor  pleafure's  foft  enticing  charms," 
My  fond  defires  allure  ; 
Far  greater  things  than  earth  can  yields 
My  wifhes  wou'd  fecure. 
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4  Thofe  blifsful,  thofe  tranfporting  fmiles, 

That  brighten  heaven  above  ; 
The  boundlefs  riches  of  thy  grace, 
And  treafures  of  thy  love, 

5  Thefe  are  the  mighty  things  I  crave  : 

0  !   make  thefe  bleffings  mine  j 
And  all  the  glories  of  the  world 

1  gladly  will  refign. 


HYMN    166. 

1  /^OME,defcend,  O  heavenly  Spirit, 
^  Fan  each  fpark  into  a  flame  > 
Bleffings  let  us  now  inherit, 

Bleffings  that  we  cannot  name  : 
Whilft  hofannas  we  are  finging, 

May  our  hearts  in  rapture  move, 
Feel  new  grace  in  them  ftill  fpringing, 

Breathe  the  air  of  pureft  love, 

2  Let  us  fail  in  grace's  ocean, 

Float  on  that  unbounded  fea, 
Guided  into  pure  devotion, 

Kept  from  paths  of  error  free  : 
On  thy  heav'nly  manna  feeding, 

Screened  from  ev'ry  envious  foe  ♦, 
Love,  O  love  for  finners  bleeding, 

All  for  thee  we  wou'd  forego. 


HYMN     167.  167 

2  Keep  us,  Lord,  ftill  in  communion, 

Daily  nearer  drawn  to  thee  j 
Sinking  in  the  fweeteft  union 

Of  that  heart-felt  my  fiery  : 
Keep  us  fafe  from  each  delufion, 

Well  protected  from  all  harms  *, 
Tree  from  fin,  and  all  confufion, 

Circle  us  within  thine  arms. 

HYMN     167. 

The    stony    heart. 

z   /^\  !   For  a  glance  of  heav'nly  day, 

^^  To  take  this  ftubborn  (lone  away  *, 
And  thaw  with  beams  of  love  divine 
This  heart,  this  frozen  heart  of  mine, 

2  The  rocks  can  rent-,  the  -earth  can  quake ; 
The  feas  can  roar ;  the  mountains  fhake  j 
Of  feeling  all  things  fhew  fome  fign, 
But  this  unfeeling  heart  of  mine. 

3  To  hear  the  forrows  thou  haft  felt, 
Dear  Lord,  an  adamant  would  melt : 
But  I  can  read  each  moving  line, 
And  nothing  move  this  heart  of  mine. 

4  Thy  judgments  too  unmov'd  I  hear, 
(Amazing  thought !)  which  devils  fear.; 
Goodnefs  and  wrath  in  vain  combine, 
To  ftir  this  ftupid  heart  of  mine. 


168  HYMN    168. 

5  But  fomething  yet  can  do  the  deed, 
And  that  dear  fomething  much  I  need  I 
O  !  may  thy  Spirit  now  refine 
From  drofs,  and  melt  this  heart  of  mine, 

HYMN    j68- 

For    thine    is  the  kingdo ift 

i  \^E  fouls  that  are  weak, 
A       And  helplefs,  and  poor, 
Who  know  not  to  ipeak  ; 
Much  lefs  to  do  more ; 
Lo  !  here's  a  foundation 

For  comfort  and  peace 
In  Christ  is  Salvation  •, 
The  kingdom  is  his, 

2  With  power  he  rules, 

And  wonders  performs ; 
Gives  condu6t  to  fools, 

And  courage  to  worms : 
Befet  by  fore  evils 

Without  and  within, 
By  legions  of  devils. 

And  mountains  pf  fin* 

3  Then  be  not  afraid, 

All  power  is  given 
To  Jesus  our  Head, 
In  earth  and  in  heav'n  ; 

2  Thro4 


HYMN     i68-  169 

Thro*  him  we  fhall  conquer 

The  mightieft  foes ; 
Our  Captain  is  ftronger 

Than  all  that  oppofe. 

His  pow'r  from  above 

He'll  kindly  impart ; 
So  free  is  his  love, 

So  tender  his  heart : 
Redeem'd  with  his  merit, 

We're  wafh'd  in  his  blood  ^ 
Renew'd  by  his  Spirit, 

We've  power  with  God. 

Thy  grace  we  adore, 

Director  divine  •, 
The  kingdom  and  pow'r 

And  glory  are  thine  : 
Preferve  us  from  running 

On  rocks  or  on  fhelves  ; 
From  foes  ftrong  and  cunning, 

And  molt  from  ourfelves. 

Reign  o'er  us  as  King, 

Accomplifh  thy  will  5 
And  pow'rfully  bring 

Us  forth  from  all  ill ; 
Till  failing  before  thee 

We  laud  thy  lov'd  name, 
Afcribing  the  glory 

To  God  and  the  Lamb, 


[  170  ] 

HYMN     169, 

Satan    repulsed. 

1  'THis  falfe:  thou  vile  accufer-,  go, 

A     I  fee  thro5  all  the  thin  difguife — 
Back  to  thy  native  realms  below, 
Thou  parent  of  deceit  and  lies  ! 

2  Think  not  to  drive  my  trembling  foul, 
Laden  with  guilt,  to  black  defpair  •, 
Haft  thou  furvey'dthe  facred  roll, 
And  found  my  name  not  written  there  ? 

3  Prefumptuous  thought!  to  fix  the  bound* 
To  limit  mercy's  fov'reign  reign  : 
What  other  happy  fouls  have  found, 
I'll  feek,  nor  fliall  I  feek  iri  vain. 

4  I  own  my  guilt,  thy  charge  confefs^ 
Nor  can  thy  malice  make  it  more  ; 
Of  crimes  already  numberlefs, 
Vain  the  attempt  to  fwell  the  fcore. 

5  Set  the  black  lift  before  my  fight ; 
While  I  remember  Jesus  dy'dy 
'Twill  only  urge  my  fpeedier  flight, 
To  feek  falvation  at  his  fide. 

6  Low  at  his  feet  I'll  caft  me  down, 
To  him  reveal  my  grief  and  fear  ; 
And  if  hefpurns  me  from  his  throng 
I'll  be  the  firft  who  perifn'd  there. 


[    i7i    1 

HYMN     170. 

P*ar  from  our  thoughts    vain  world  be 

r  gone, 

Let  our  religious  hours  alone  •, 

May  we  by  faith  the  Saviour  fee: 

We  wait  a  vifit,  Lord,  from  thee  ! 

O  warm  our  hearts  with  holy  fire  ! 
And  kindle  there  a  pure  defire  ; 
Come,  deareft  Saviour,  from  above, 
And  feed  our  fouls  with  heav'nly  love, 

Blefs'd  Jesus,  what  delicious  fare  ! 
How  fweet  thy  entertainments  are  ? 
Never  did  angels  tafte  above 
Redeeming  grace  and  dying  love. 

Hail,  great  Immanuel,  all  divine  ! 
In  thee  thy  Father's  glories  ihine  ! 
Thou  brighteft,  fweeteft,  faireft  One, 
That  eyes  have  ken  or  Angels  known, 


HYMN 
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t  r\  For  a  clofer  walk  with  God, 
^^  A  calm  and  heav'nly  frame  j 
A  light  to  Ihine  upon  the  road 
That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb!    * 


1  2 


I?2  HYMN     i72. 

2  Where  is  the  bleflednefs  I  knew, 

When  firft  I  faw  the  Lord  ? 
Where  is  the  foul-refrefhing  view 
Of  Jesus,  and  his  word? 

3  What  peaceful  hours  I  then  enjoy 'd, 

How  fweet  their  mem'ry  ftill ! 
But  they  have  left  an  aching  void, 
The  world  can  never  fill. 

4  Return,  O  holy  Dove,  return, 

Sweet  meffenger  of  reft ! 
I  hate  the  fins  which  made  thee  mourn, 
And  drove  thee  from  my  breaft. 

f,  The  deareft  Idol  1  have  known, 
Whate'er  that  Idol  be ; 
Help  me  to  bear  it  from  thy  throne, 
And  worfhip  only  thee. 

6  So  fhall  my  walk  be  clofe  with  God, 
Calm    and  ferene  my  frame  ; 
So  purer  light  fhall  mark  the  road 
That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb. 

HYMN     i72. 

Desiring  to   know  and  love 
Christ   more. 

*  TThou  only  fource  of  true  delight, 

Whom  I  unfeen  adore  ! 

Unveil  thy  beauties  to  my  fight, 

That  I  may  love  thee  more. 
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2  Thy  glory  o'er  creation  fhines  -3 

But  in  thy  faered  word 
I  read  in  fairer,  brighter  lines, 
My  bleeding,  dying  Lord. 

3  'Tis  here,  whene'er  my  comforts  droop3 

And  fins  and  forrows  rife, 
Thy  love  with  chearful  beams  of  hope 
My  fainting  heart  fupplies. 

4  But  ah  !  too  fbon  the  pleafing  fcenc 

Is  clouded  o'er  with  pain  ; 
My  gloomy  fears  rife  dark  between. 
And  I  again  complain. 

5  Jesus,  my  Lord,,  my  Life,  my  Light, 

O  come  with  biifsful  ray ; 
Break  radiant  thro5  the  fhades  of  night? 
And  chafe  my  fears  away. 

6  Then  (hail  my  foul  with  rapture  trace* 

The  wonders  of  thy  love ; 
But  the  full  glories  of  thy  face 
Are  only  known  above, 

HYMN  1 73.     Rejoice  evermore. 

1   T3  ejoice  evermore 
-■^  With  Angels  above. 
In  Jesus's  power, 
In  Jesus's  love ; 

1   3 
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With  glad  exultation 
Your  triumph  proclaim, 

Afcribing  falvation 

To  God   and  the  Lamb, 

2  Thou,  Lord,  our  relief 

In  trouble  haft  been  ; 
Haft  fav'd  us  from  grief, 

Haft  fav'd  us  from  fin  ; 
The  pow'r  of  thy  Spirit 

Can  fet  our  hearts  free ; 
And  we  fhall  inherit 

All  fulnefs  in  thee. 

3  All  fulnefs  of  peace, 

All  fulnefs  of  joy, 
Ajid  fpiritual  blifs 

That  never  can  cloy  5 
To  us  it  is  given 

In  Jesus  to  know, 
A  kingdom  of  heaven, 

A  heaven  below. 

4  No  longer  we  join 

Where  fmners  invite, 
Nor  envy  the  fwine 

Their  brutifh  delight ; 
Their  joy  is  all  fadnefs, 

Their  mirth  is  all  vain, 
Their  laughter  is  madnefs, 

Their  pleafure  is  pain. 


HYMN     174,  i75 

5  O  may  they  at  lad 

With  ibrrow  return, 
The  pleafure  to  tafte 

For  which  they  were  born  ? 
Our  Jesus  receiving, 

Our  happinefs  prove, 
The  joy  of  believing, 

The  heaven  of  love. 

HYMN     174, 
Glory    and    grace    in    Chris*, 

1  1VT ow  to  the  Lord,  a  noble  fong  ! 

-**  ^  Awake,  my  foul  ^  awake,  my  tongue  ^ 

Hofanna  to  th'  eternal  Name, 

And  all  his  boundlefs  love  proclaim. 

2  See  where  it  fhines  in  Jesu's  face, 
The  brighteft  image  of  his  grace  ; 
God  in  the  perfon  of  his  Son, 

Has  all  his  mightieft  works  outdone. 

3  The  fpacious  earth,  and  fpreading  flood, 
Proclaim  the  wife  and  pow'rful  God  ^ 
And  thy  rich  glories  from  afar, 
Sparkle  in  ev'ry  rolling  ftar. 

4  But  in  his  looks  a  glory  Hands, 
The  nobleft  labour  of  thine  hands  ; 
The  p leafing  lufbre  of  his  eyes 
Outfhines  the  wonders  of  the  Ikies. 

1  4 
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5  Grace  !  'tis  a  fwect,  a  charming  theme  y 
My  thoughts  rejoice  at  Jesu's  name  ! 
Ye  Angels,  dwell  upon  the  found  ; 
Ye  heav'ns,  refledl  it  to  the  ground  ! 
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6  O,  may  I  live  to  reach  the  place, 
Where  he  unveils  his  lovely  face  ! 
Where  all  his  beauties  you  behold, 
And  fing  his  name  on  harps  of  gold ! 

HYMN     175.    Phil.  iii.  7—9. 

1  "VTO  more,  my  God,  I  boaft  no  more 
■^    Of  all  the  duties  I  have  done  -% 

I  quit  the  hopes  1  held  before, 
To  truft  the  merits  of  thy  Son. 

2  Now  for  the  love  I  bear  his  name, 
What  was  my  gain  I  count  my  lofs : 
My  former  pride  I  call  my  fhame, 
And  nail  my  glory  to  his  crofs. 

3  Yes,  Lord,  I  muft  and  will  efleem 
All  things  but  lofs  for  Jesu's  fake  ; 
O  may  my  foul  be  found  in  him, 
And  of  his  righteoufnefs  partake  ! 

4  The  beft  obedience  of  my  hands 
Dares  not  appear  before  thy  throne  -, 
But  faith  can  anfwer  thy  demands, 
By  pleading  what  my  Lord  has  done, 


[    i77    3 

HYMN     176. 

The    heavenly    shephe  r  d, 

1  The  Lord,  my  Ihepherd  and  my  guide^ 

Will  all  my  wants  fupply  \ 
In  fafety  L  fhall  ftill  abide, 
Beneath  his  watchful  eye, 

2  Amidft  the  verdant  flow'ry  meads 

He  makes  my  fweet  repofe, 
When  pain'd  with  thirft,  he  gently  leads 
Where  living  water  flows. 

3  If  from  his  fold  I  thoughtlefs  ftray, 

He  leads  the  wand'rer  home, 
And  fhews  my  erring  feet  the  way 
Where  dangers  cannot  come. 

4  Tho'  haft'ning  to  the  filent  tomb, 

And  death's  dark  fhades  appear  ; 
Thyprefence,  LoRD,fhall  chear  the  gloom, 
And-banifh  ev'ry  fear. 

5  No  evil  can  my  foul  difmay* 

While  I  am  near  my  God  ; 
My  comfort,  my  fupport  and  flay, 
Thy  ftaff  and  guiding  rod. 

6  Thy  conftant  bounties  me  furround, 

Amidft  my  envious  foes  ; 
My  favour'd  head  with  gladnefs  crown'd. 
My  cup  with  blefling  flows, 
1  5 
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y  Thus  fhall  thy  goodnefs,  love  and  care, 
Attend  my  future  days  ; 
And  I  fhall  dwell  for  ever  near 
My  God,  and  fing  his  praife. 

HYMN     tfji 
The    relative    duties. 

i   /Christians  in  your  fev'ral  ftations, 
*k*/  Dutiful  to  all  relations, 

Give  to  each  his  proper  due  : 
Let  not  their  unkind  behaviour 
Make  you  difobey  your  Saviour, 

His  command's  the  rule  for  you. . 

%  Parents,  be  to  children  tender  ;  5 

Children,  full  obedience  render 

To  your  parents  in  the  Lord  : 
Never  flight,  nor  difrefpedt  them  ; 
Nor  thro5  pride,  when  old,  reject  them  ; 
'Tis  the  precept  of  the  word. 

3  Wives,  to  hufbands  yield  fubjedtion  \ 
Hufbands,  with  a  kind  affe6lion 

Cherifh,  as  yourfelves,  your  wives. 
Mafters,  rule  with  moderation, 
Sway'd  by  juftice,  not  by  paffion, 

To  the  fcriptures  fquare  your  lives. 


HYMN     i78-  179 

.  Servants,  ferve  your  matters  truly  j 
Not  unfaithful,  nor  unruly, 

To  the  good — nor  to  the  bad  ^ 
Not  refufing  what  you're  bidden  ; 
Nor  replying  when  you're  chidden  ; 

'Tis  the  ordinance  of  God. 

This  fhall  folve  th*  important  queftion, 
Whether  thou'rt  a  real  chriftian, 

Better  than  each  golden  dream  : 
Better  far  than  lip-expreffion, 
Tow'ring  notions,  great  profeflion, 

This  fhall  fhew-  your  love  to  him. 


HYMN     178-  Psalm  c, 

1   T5  Efore  Jehovah's  awful  throne, 

Ye  nations,  bow  with  facred  joy; 
Know  that  the  Lord  is  God  alone, 
He  can  create,  and  he  deftroy. 

2  His  fov'reign  pow'r,  without  our  aid, 
Made  us  of  clay,  and  form'd  us  men  ! 

And  when  like  wand'ring  fheep  we  ftray'd, 
He  brought  us  to  his  fold  again. 

3  We'll  croud  thy  gates  with  thankful  fongs, 
High  as  the  heav'ns  our  voices  raife ; 
And  earth  with  her  ten  thoufand  tongues 
Shall  fill  thy  courts  with  founding  praife. 


i8o         hymn    i79; 

4  Wide  as  the  world  is  thy  comman  J  \ 
Vail  as  eternity  thy  love  •, 
Firm  as  a  rock  thy  truth  muft  ftand, 
When  rolling  years  Ihall  ceaie  to  move, 

HYMN     iyn.       Redeeming  love. 

i  Pome,  heavenly  love,  infpire  my  fong 
^  With  thy  immortal  flame; 
And  teach  my  heart,  and  teach  my  tongue, 
The  Saviour's  lovely  name. 

2  The  Saviour !  O  what  endlefs  charms 

Dwell  in  the  blifsful  found  ! 
Its  influence  ev'ry  fear  difarms, 
And  fpreads  fweet  comfort  round. 

3  Here  pardon,  life,  and  joys  divine, 

In  rich  effufion  flow, 
For  guilty  rebels  loft  in  fin, 
And  doom'd  to  endlefs  woe. 

4  God's  only  Son,  (ftupendous  grace  !) 

Forfook  his  throne  above ;, 
And  fwift  to  fave  our  wretched  race, 
He  flew  on  wings  of  love. 

5  Th*  almighty  Former  of  the  Ikies 

,Stoop'd  to  our  vile  abode  ; 
While  angels  view'd  with  wond'ring  eyes, 
And  haiFd  th'  incarnate  God. 


HYMN     180  181 

6  O  the  rich  depths  of  love  divine  ! 

Of  blifs  a  boundlefs  (lore  : 
Dear  Saviour,  let  me  call  thee  mine, 
I  cannot  wilh  for  more. 

7  On  thee  alone  my  hope  relies, 

Beneath  thy  crols  I  fall  •, 
My  Lord,  my  life,  my  facrifice, 
My  Saviour,  and  my  all. 


HYMN     iSo 

X    e  t  worldly  minds  the  world  purfue, 
-Lj  It  has  no  charms  for  me  ^ 
Once  I  admir'd  its  trifles  too, 
But  grace  has  fet  me  free. 

Its  pleafures  now  no  longer  pleafe, 

No  more  content  afford  •, 
Far  from  my  heart  be  joys  like  thefe, 

Now  I  have  known  the  Lord. 

As  by  the  light  of  op'ning  day, 

The  ftars  are  all  concealed  ; 
So  earthly  pleafures  fade  away, 

When  Jesus  is  reveal'd. 

Creatures  no  more  divide  my  choice, 

I  bid  them  all  depart  •, 
His  name,  and  love,  and  gracious  voice, 

Have  fix'd  my  roving  heart. 


182         hymn    181: 

5  Now,  Lord,  I  would  be  thine  alone, 

And  wholly  live  to  thee ; 
But  may  I  hope  that  thou  wilt  own 
A  worthlefs  worm  like  me  ! 

6  Yes,  tho'  of  tinners  Pm  the  worft, 

I  cannot  doubt  thy  will ; 
For  if  thou  hadft  not  lov'd  me  firft, 
I  had  refus'd  thee  ftill. 


HYMN     181: 

Christian    love, 

i   T  et  party  names  no  more 

•*-*  The  chriftian  world  o'erfpread  ; 
Gentile  and  Jew,  and  bond  and  free, 
Are  one  in  Christ  their  head. 

2  Among  the  faints  on  earth 
Let  mutual  love  be  found ; 

Heirs  of  the  fame  inheritance, 
With  mutual  bleffings  crown'd, 

3  Let  envy  and  ill-will 
Be  banifh'd  far  away  ; 

Thofe  fhou'd  in  ftricfteft  friendfhip  dwell, 
Who  the  fame  Lord  obey. 

4  Thus  will  the  church  below 

Refemble  that  above, 
Where  ftreams  of  pleafure  ever  flow, 

And  ev'ry  heart  is  love. 
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HYMN     182.     The   same. 

1  Tesu,  Lord,  we  look  to  thee, 
•J    Let  us  in  thy  name  agree  •, 
Shew  thyfelf  the  Prince  of  peace, 
Bid  all  jars  for  ever  ceafe. 

2  By  thy  reconciling  love 
Ev'ry  ftumbling-block  remove  ; 
Each  to  each  unite,  endear; 
Come,  and  fpread  thy  banner  here. 

3  Make  us  of  one  heart  and  mind, 
Courteous,  pitiful  and  kind, 
Lowly,  meek  in  thought  and  word, 
Altogether  like  our  Lord. 

4  Let  us  each  for  other  care, 
Each  another's  burden  bear  -y  . 
To  thy  church  the  pattern  give, 
Shew  how  true  believers  live. 

5  Let  us  then  with  joy  remove 
To  thy  family  above, 

On  the  wings  of  angels  fly, 
Shew  how  true  believers  die. 
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HYMN     183 
The    goodness    of  God, 

1  Cweet  is  the  mem'ry  of  thy  grace, 
^  My  God,  my  heav'nly  King  ! 
Let  age  to  age  thy  righteoufnefs 

In  founds  of  glory  ling, 

2  God  reigns  on  high,  but  not  confines 

His  goodnefs  to  the  ikies  •, 
Thror  the  whole  earth  his  goodnefs  fliines, 
And  ev'ry  want  fupplies. 

3  With  longing  eyes  thy  creatures  wait 

On  thee  for  daily  food  •, 
Thy  lib'ral  hand  provides  them  meat, 
And  fills  their  mouths  with  good. 

4  How  kind  are  thy  companions,  Lord  ! 

How  flow  thine  anger  moves  ! 
But  foon  he  fends  his  pard'ning  word, 
To  chear  the  foul  he  loves. 

5  Creatures,  with  all  their  endleis  race, 

Thy  pow'r  and  praife  proclaim  : 
May  we,  who  tafte  thy  richer  grace, 
Delight  to  blefs  thy  name. 
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HYMN     184.  Tribulation. 

i  TpHE  fouls  that  would  to  Jesus  prefs, 
Muft  fix  this  firm  and  fure, 
That  tribulation,  more  or  lefs, 
They  muft  and  lhall  endure. 

2  From  this  there  can  be  none  exempt  \ 

'Tis  God's  own  wife  decree  : 
Satan  the  weakeft  faint  will  tempt, 
Nor  is  the  ftrongeft  free. 

3  The  world  oppofes  from  without, 

And  unbelief  within : 
We  fear,  we  faint,  we  grieve,  we  doubt, 
And  feel  the  load  of  fin. 

4  Glad  frames  too  often  lift  us  up, 

And  then  how  proud  we  grow  ; 
Till  fad  defertion  makes  us  droop, 
And  down  we  fink  as  low. 

5  Ten  thoufand  baits  the  foe  prepares 

To  catch  the  wand'ring  heart-, 
And  feldomdo  we  fee  the  fnares, 
Before  we  feel  the  fmart. 

6  But  let  not  all  this  terrify  \ 

Purfue  the  narrow  path  ; 
Look  to  the  Lord  with  ftedfaft  eye, 
And  fight  with  hell  by  faith. 


186  HYMN     185- 

7  Tho5  we  are  feeble,  Christ  is  ftrong; 
His  prornifes  are  true ; 
We  fhall  be  conqu'rors  all  ere  long, 
And  more  than  conqu'rors  too, 

HYMN     185. 

1  X  VKen  darknefs  long  has  veiPd  my  mind, 

And  fmiling  day  once  more  appears, 
Then,  my  Redeemer,  then  I  find, 
The  folly  of  my  doubts  and  fears. 

2  Straight  I  upbraid  my  wand'ring  heart, 
And  blufh  that  I  fhould  ever  be 

So  prone  to  a£t  fo  bafe  a  part, 

And  harbour  one  hard  thought  of  thee. 

3  O  let  me  then  at  length  be  taught, 
What  ftill  I  am  fo  flow  to  learn, 
That  God  is  love,  and  changes  not, 
Nor  knows  thefhadow  of  a  turn. 

4  Sweet  truth,  and  eafy  to  repeat ; 
But  when  my  faith  is  fharply  tr)  'd, 
I  find  myfelf  a  learner  yet, 
Unfkilful,  weak,  and  apt  to  Aide. 

5  But  O  !  my  Lord,  one  look  froai  thee 
Subdues  the  difobedient  will, 

Drives  doubt,  arid  difcontent  away, 
And  thy  rebellious  worm  is  ftill. 


HYMN     186.  187 

6  Thou  art  as  willing  to  forgive, 
As  I  am  ready  to  repine ; 
Thou  therefore  all  the  praife  receive, 
Be  fhame  and  felf-abhorrence  mine, 

HYMN     186. 
Trials  overcome  by  hope, 

1  \ XT  hen  I  can  read  my  title  clear 

V     To  manfions  in  the  ikies  y 
I  bid  farewel  to  ev'ry  fear, 
And  dry  my  weeping  eyes. 

2  Shou'd  death  againft  my  foul  engage, 

And  heliifh  darts  be  hurl'd  ; 

Then  I  can  fmile  at  Satan's  rage, 

And  face  a  frowning  world. 

3  Shou'd  cares  like  a  wild  deluge  come, 

And  ftorms  of  forrow  fall  ; 
May  I  but  fafely  reach  my  home, 
My  God,  my  heav'n,  my  alk 

4  There  fhall  I  bathe  my  weary  foul, 

In  feas  of  heav'niy  reft; 
And  not  a  wave  of  trouble  roll 
Acrofs  my  peaceful  bread. 
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HYMN     187. 
Z  e  c  h.   xiii.  1. 


npHE  fountain  of  Christ 
-*    Aflift  me  to  fing, 
The  blood  of  our  Prieft, 

Our  crucify'd  King ; 
Which  perfe&ly  cleanfes 

From  fin  and  from  filth, 
And  richly  difpenfes 

Salvation  and  health. 

This  fountain  fo  dear 

He'll  freely  impart, 
Unlocked  by  the  fpear, 

It  guih'd  from  his  heart, 
With  blood  and  with  water, 

The  firft  to  atone, 
To  cleanfe  us  the  latter  y 

The  fountain's  but  one* 

Thfs  fountain  from  guilt 

Not  only  makes  pure, 
And  gives,  foon  as  felt, 

Infallible  cure ; 
But  if  guilt  removed 

Return,  and  remain, 
Its  pow'r  may  be  proved 

Again  and  again. 


HYMN     187.  189 

4  This  fountain  unfeal'd 

Stands  open  for  all 
That  long  to  be  heal'd, 

The  great  and  the  fmall ; 
Here's  ftrength  for  the  weakly 

That  hither  are  led  ; 
Here's  health  for  the  fickly, 

Here's  life  for  the  dead. 

5  This  fountain,  tho'  rich, 

From  charge  is  quite  clear  *9 
The  poorer  the  wretch 

The  welcomer  here. 
Come  needy,  come  guilty, 

Come  lothefome  and  bare  •, 
You  can't  come  too  filthy — 

Come  juft  as  you  are. 

6  This  fountain  in  vain 

Has  never  been  try'd, 
It  takes  out  all  ftain, 

Whenever  apply 'd  : 
The  water  flows  fweetly 

With  virtue  divine, 
To  cleanfe  fouls  completely, 

Tho'  leprous  as  mine. 
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HYMN     188- 
[Submission  to    providence* 

1  "VT  aked  as  from  the  earth  we  came, 
-^    And  crept  to  life  at  firft, 

So  to  the  earth  we  foon  return, 
And  mingle  with  our  duft, 

2  The  dear  delights  we  here  enjoy, 

And  fondly  call  our  own, 
Are  but  fhort  favours  borrow'd  now. 
To  be  repaid  anon. 

3  5Tis  God  that  lifts  our  comforts  high, 

Or  finks  them  in  the  grave  ; 
He  gives,  and,  bleffedbehis  name  ! 
He  takes  but  what  he  gave, 

4  Peace,  all  our  angry  paflions  then  5 

Let  each  rebellious  figh, 
Be  filent  at  his  fov'reign  will, 
And  ev'ry  murmur  die. 

5  If  fmiling  mercy  crown  our  lives, 

Its  praifes  fhall  be  fpread  ; 
And  we'll  adore  the  juftice  too 
That  ftrikes  our  comforts  dead, 
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HYMN     189. 
The  mysteries  of  providence; 

1  T   ord,  how  myfterious  are  thy  ways  t 
*~*  How  blind  are  we,  how  mean  our 

praife  ! 
Thy  fteps  can  mortal  eyes  explore  ? 
*Tis  ours  to  wonder,  and  adore. 

2  Thy  deep  decrees  from  creature-fight 
Are  hid  in  fhades  of  awful  night  \ 
Amid  the  lines,  with  curious  eye* 
Not  angel-minds  prefu me  to  pry. 

3  Great  God  !  I  wou'd  not  afk  to  fee 
What  in  futurity  fhall  be  ; 

If  light  and  blifs  attend  my  days, 
Then  let  my  future  hours  be  praifeJ 

4  Is  darknefs  and  diftrefs  my  fhare  ? 
Then  let  me  truft  thy  guardian  care ; 
Enough  for  me,  if  love  divine 

At  length  thro*  ev'ry  cloud  fhall  fhirie.- 

5  Yet  this  my  foul  defires  to  know, 
Be  this  my  only  wifh  below ; 

"  That  Christ  is  mine!"— this  great 

requeft 
Grant,  bounteous  God  :  and  I  am  Weft, 
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HYMN     igo-       Answer. 

C  e  e  how  rude  winter's  icy  hand 

^  Has  ftripp'd  the  trees,  and  feal'd  the 

ground  •, 
But  fpring  fhall  foon  his  rage  withftand, 
And  fpread  new  beauties  all  around. 

My  foul  a  Iharper  winter  mourns ; 
Barren  and  lifelefs  I  remain  •, 
When  will  the  gentle  fpring  return, 
And  bid  my  graces  grow  again  ! 

Jesus,  my  glorious  fun,  arife, 

'Tis  thine  the  frozen  heart  to  move ; 

0  !  hufh  thefe  florms,  and  clear  my  fkies, 
And  let  me  feel  thy  vital  love. 

Dear  Lord,  regard  my  feeble  cry; 

1  faint  and  droop  till  thou  appear  : 
Wilt  thou  permit  thy  plant  to  die  ? 
Muft  it  be  winter  all  the  year  ? 

Be  ftill,  my  foul,  and  wait  his  hour, 
With  humble  pray'r,  and  patient  faith  -9 
Till  he  reveals  his  gracious  pow'r, 
Repofe  on  what  his  promife  faith. 

He,  by  whofe  all-commanding  words, 
Seafons  their  changing  courfe  maintain ; 
In  ev'ry  change  a  pledge  affords, 
That  none  fhall  feek  his  face  in  vain. 

HYMN 
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H  Y  M  N     191, 

True    happiness. 

1  T-Jow  happy  is  the  chriftlan's  fiatc ! 
-*-  A   His  fins  are  all  forgiv'n; 

A  chearlng  ray  confirms  the  grace, 
And  lifts  his  hopes  to  heav'n, 

2  Tho'  in  the  rugged  path  of  life 

He  heaves  the  penfive  figh  ; 
Yet,  trading  in  his  God,  he  finds 
Deliv'ring  grace  is  nigh. 
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3  If,  to  prevent  his  wand'ring  fteps, 

He  feels  the  chaft'ning  rod  ; 
The  gentle  ftroke  Ihall  bring  him  back 
To  his  forgiving  God. 

4  And  when. the  welcome  meflage  comes 

To  call  his  foul  away ; 
His  foul,  in  raptures,  (ball  afcend 
To  everlafting  day. 

H  T  M  N    102.       Backsliders; 

1   "P\eserters,  to  the  camp  retu^p, 
*^*  Rcfume  your  former  poft  ; 
Bewail  your  crimes, your  baienels  mourn, 
For  yet  ye  are  not  loft. 
K 


194  HYMN     193; 

2  Yours  is  a  fad,  a  dangerous  cafe  ; 

Be  humble,  and  repent : 
Mercy,  you'll  find,  tho'  e'er  fo  bafe, 
The  moment  ye  relent. 

3  Sinners  are  fav'd  by  Jesu's  blood, 

How  vile  foe'er  they  be  •, 

Eternal  life's  the  gift  of  God  •, 

And  gifts  are  always  free. 

4  'Tis  not  by  works  of  righteoufnefs 

Which  any  man  has  done-, 
But  God  has  fent  the  Son  to  blefs : 
Return  and  kifs  the  Son. 


HYMN     193. 

Safety  under  the  cross. 

1  TIT  ere  at  thy  crofs,  my  dying  God, 
*  •*  I  lay  my  foul  beneath  thy  love, 
Beneath  the  droppings  of  thy  blood, 
Jesus,  nor  fhall  it  e'er  remove. 

2  Not  all  the  tyrants  think  or  fay, 
With  rage  and  lightning  in  their  eyes, 
Nor  hell  fhall  fright  my  heart  away, 
Shou'd  hell,  with  all  its  legions  rife.  • 

Shou'd  worlds  confpire  to  drive  me  thence, 
^  Movefefs  and  firm  this  heart  fhou'd  lie  •, 
Refolv'd  (for  that's  my  laft  defence) 
If  I  muft  per&h,  there  to  die. 


H  Y  M  M    194.  195 

4  But  fpeak,  my  Lord,  and  calm  tiiy  fear  ^ 
Am  I  not  fafe  beneath  thy  fhade  ? 
Thy  vengeance  will  not  ftrike  me  here, 
Nor  Satan  dares  my  foul  invade. 

5  Yes  •,  I'm  fecure  beneath  thy  blood  •> 
And  all  my  foes  fhall  lofe  their  aim  2 
Hofanna  to  my  dying  God, 

And  my  beft  honours  to  his  name. 


HYMN 


194. 


Public  thanks    for  private 
Deliverance. 

1  TXThat  fhall  I  render,  O  my  God, 

*  *     For  all  thy  kindnefs  Ihewn  ! 
My  feet  fhall  vifit  thine  abode, 
My  fongs  addrefs  thy  throne. 

2  Among  the  faints  that  fill  thy  houfe. 

My  ofPrings  fhall  be  paid, 
There  fhall  my  zeal  perform  the  vows 
My  foul  in  anguifh  made. 

3  How  much  is  mercy  thy  delight, 

Thou  ever-blefied  God  ! 
How  dear  thy  fervants  in  thy  fight  ! 
How  precious  is  their  blood ! 

K    2 
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4  How  happy  all  thy  fervants  are  ! 
How  great  thy  grace  to  me  ! 
My  life,  which  thou  haft  made  thy  care, 
Lord,  I  devote  to  thee. 

HYMN     iq5. 

Praise   to  God  thro*  the  whole 
of  our  £xj  s7e.n  ce. 

I   r^DT)  of  my  life,  thro*  all  my  days, 
^^  My  grateful  pow'rs  fhall  found  thy 

praife ; 
The  fong  fhall  'wake  with  opening  ligh  t, 
And  warble  to  the  filent  night. 

%  When  anxious  cares  wou'd  break  my  reft, 
And  grief  wou'd  tear  my  throbbing  breaft, 
Thy  tuneful  praife  Fllraife  on  high 
And  check  the  murmur,  and  the  figh. 

3  When  death  o'er  nature  fhall  prevail, 
And  all  the  pow'rs  of  language  fail ; 
Joy  thro'  my  fwymming  eyes  fhall  break, 
And  mean  the  thanks  I  cannot  fpeak. 

4  But  O  !  when  that  laft  confli&'s  o'er, 
And  I  am  chain'd  to  flefh  no  more, 
With  what  glad  accents  fhall  I  rife, 
To  join  the  mufic  of  the  Ikies ! 


HYMN     196.  197 

Soon  fhall  I  learn  th'  exalted  ftrains, 
Which  echo  thro*  the  heav'nly  plains, 
And  emulate,  with  joy  unknown, 
The  glowing  feraphs  round  thy  throne. 


HYMN     196^ 


Brotherly    love. 


1  'VTow  by  the  bowels  of  my  God, 

^  His  fharp  diftrefs,  his  forecomplaintsy 
By  his  laft  groans,  his  dying  blood, 
I  charge  my  foul  to  love  his  faints. 

2  Clamour  and  wrath  and  war  be  gone,. 

Envy  and  fpite  for  ever  csaie  •, 
Let  bitter  words  no  more  be  known 
Among  the  faints,  the  fons  of  peace. 

g  The  Spirit,  like  a  peaceful  dove, 

Flies  from  the  realms  of  noife  &  ffcrife-, 

Why  fheuld  we  vex  and  grieve  his  love, 

Who  leals  our  fouls  to  heav'nly  life  ? 

4  Tender  and  kind  be  all  our  thoughts  ; 
Thro*  all  our  lives  let  mercy  run  •, 
So  God  forgives  our  num'rous  faults, 
For  the  dear  fake  of  Christ  his  Son. 

*  3 
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HYMN     197. 

The  promis'd  land.     Is  a.  xxxiii.  17. 

1  17 ar  from  thefe  narrow  fcenes  of  night, 
A      Unbounded  glories  rife, 

And  realms  of  infinite  delight, 
Unknown  to  mortal  eyes. 

2  There  pain  and  ficknefs  never  come, 

And  grief  no  more  complains; 
Health  triumphs  in  immortal  bloom, 
And  endlels  pleafure  reigns. 

3  No  cloud  thofe  blifsful  regions  know, 

For  ever  bright  and  fair  ! 
For  fin,  the  fource  of  mortal  woe, 
Can  never  enter  there. 

4  There  no  alternate  night  is  known, 

Nor  fun's  faint  fickly  ray  ; 
But  glory  from  the  facred  throne 
Spreads  everlafting  day. 

5  O  may  the  heav'nly  profpeft  fire 

Our  hearts  with  ardent  love, 
Till  wings  of  faith  and  ftrong  defire 
Bear  ev'ry  thought  above. 

6  Prepare  us,  Lord,  by  grace  divine 

For  thy  bright  courts  on  high ; 
Then  bid  ourfpirits  rile  and  join 
The  chorus  of  the  Ik  v. 
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HYMN     ig$. 
Faith    shewn    by    works. 

i    CO  let  our  lips  and  lives  exprefe 
^   The  holy  gofpel  we  profels ; 
So  let  our  works  and  virtues  fhine, 
To  prove  the  do&rine  all  divine. 

2  Thus  fhall  we  beft  proclaim  abroad 
The  honours  of  our  Saviour-God, 
When  the  falvation  reigns  within, 
And  grace  fubdues  the  pow'r  of  fin, 

3  Our  flefh  and  fenfe  mufb  be  deny'd, 
Paffion  and  envy,  lufl  and  pride  ; 
While  juftice,  temp'rance,  truth  and  love^ 
Our  inward  piety  approve. 

4  Religion  bears  our  fpirits  up, 
While  we  expect  that  bleffed  hope, 
The  bright  appearance  of  the  Lord, 
And  faith  ftands  leaning  on  his  word> 

HYMN     199. 

Happy    pover  ty..    M  a  t  t.  v.  3, 

1  VE  humble  fouls  complain  no  more; 
A    Let  faith  furvey  your  future  ftore: 
How  happy,  how  divinely  bleft, 
The  &cred  words  of  truth  atteft^ 

*  4 
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2  When  confcious  grief  laments  fincere, 
And  pours  the  penitential  tear  ; 
Hope  points  to  your  deje&ed  eyes, 
The  bright  reverfion  in  the  Ikies. 

3  In  vain  thefons  of  wealth  and  pride 
Defpife  your  lot,  your  hopes  deride  •, 
In  vain  they  boaft  their  little  (lores, 
Trifles  are  theirs,  a  kingdom  yours. 

4  There  fhall  your  eyes  with  rapture  view 
The  glorious  friend  that  dy'd  for  you  ^ 
That  dy'd  to  ranfom,  dy'd  to  raife 

To  crowns  of  joy,  and  longs  of  praife* 

5  Jescs,  to  thee  I  breathe  my  pray'r : 
Reveal,  confirm  my  int'relt  there  ! 
Whate'er  my  humble  lot  below, 
This,  this  my  foul  defires  to  know\ 

6  O  let  me  hear  that  voice  divine 
Pronounce  the  glorious  blefllng  mine  ! 
Enroll'd  among  the  happy  poor, 

My  largeft  wiihes  afk  no  mora 

HYMN     200- 
Sins  and  sorrows  laid  before  God  J 

i   /^t  That  we  knew  the  feoret  place 
^^  Where  we  might  find  our  God  ! 
We  d  fpread  our  wants  be  fore  his  face$ 
And  pour  our  woes  abroad. 
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2  We'd  tell  him  how  our  fins  arife, 

What  lbrrows  we fuftain  ; 
How  grace  decays  and  comfort  dies, 
And  leaves  our  hearts  in  pain. 

3  He  knows  what  arguments  we'd  take 

To  wreftle  with  our  God  ; 
We'd  plead  for  his  own  mercy's  fake,  p 
And  for  our  Saviour's  blood.. 

4  Our  God  will  pity  our  complaints, 

And  heal  our  broken  bones ; 
He  takes  the  meaning  of  his  faints,. 
The  language  of  their  groans. 

5:  Arife,.  my  foul,  from  deep  diftrefs,, 
And  baniih  ev'ry  fear  ^ 
He  calls  thee  to  his  throne  of  grace^ . 
To  fp read  thy  forrowrs  there. 

HYMN     201. . 
Praise    to  the    redeemer, 

1.  'IPO  our  Redeemer's  glorious  name 
Awake  the  facred  long! 
Q  may  his  tove  (immortal  flame) 
Tune  ev'ry  heart  and  tongue. 

1  His  love  what  mortal  thought  can  .reach ! 
What  mortal  tongue  difplay  ? 
Imagination's  utmoil  ftretch 
In  wonder  dies  away, 

*  5 


202  HYMN     202: 

3  Let  wonder  ftiil  with  love  unite, 

And  gratitude  and  joy ; 
Jesus  be  our  fupreme  delight, 
His  praife  our  beft  employ. 

4  Jesus,  who  left  his  throne  on  high, 

Left  the  bright  realms  of  blifs, 
And  came  to  earth  to  bleed  and  die  :— 
Was  ever  love  like  this  ! 

5  Dear  Lord,  while  we  adoring  pay 

Our  humble  thanks  to  thee ; 
May  ev'ry  heart  with  rapture  fay, 
"  The  Saviour  dy'd  for  me." 

€  O  may  the  fweet  the  blifsful  theme 
Fill  ev'ry  heart  and  tongue, 
Till  ftrangers  love  thy  charming  name, 
And  join  the  facred  fong. 

HYMN     202> 

Thi  pardoning  God, 


/^  re  at  God  of  wonders,  all  thy  ways 
^-^  Are  matchlefs,  godlike  and  divine  > 
But  the  fair  glories  of  thy  grace 

More  godlike  and  unrivalPd  fhine. 
Who  is  apard'ning  God  like  thee  ? 
Or  who  has  grace  fo  rich  and  free  ? 
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£  Crimes  of  fuch  horror  to  forgive, 

Such  guilty  daring  worms  to  fpare; 

This  is  thy  grand  prerogative, 

And  none  fhall  in  the  honour  fhare, 

Who  &c. 

3  Angels  and  men,  refign  your  cFaim 

To  pity,  mercy,  love  and  grace  ; 
Thefe  glories  crown  Jehovah's  name 

With  an  incomparable  blaze. 
Who  &c. 

4  In  wonder  loft,  with  trembling  joy 

We  take  the  pardon  of  our  God, 
Pardon  for  crimes  of  deepeft  dye, 

A  pardon  bought  with  Jesu's  blood, 
Who  &c. 

5  O  may  this  ftrange,.  this  niatchlefs  grace,. 

This  godlike  miracle  of  love, 
Fill  the  wide  earth,  with  grateful  praife, 

And  all  th'  angelic  hofts  above  ! 
Who  is  a  pard'ning  God  like  thee  ? 
Or  who  has  grace  fo  rich  and  free  ? 

HYMN     203. 
Heavenly  aspirations, 

1   A  TY  God,  permit  me  not  to  be 
■*  * -*  A  ftranger  to  myfelf  and  thee  •, : 
Amidft  a  thoufand  thoughts  I  rove, 
Forgetful  of  my  higheft  love, 
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2  Why  fhould  my  pafllons  mix  with  earth* 
And  thus  debate  my  heav'nly  birth  ? 
Why  fhould  I  cleave  to  things  below, 
And  let  my  God,  my  Saviour  go  ? 

3  Call  me  away  from  flefh  and  feriie  ; 
One  fovereign  word  can  draw  me  thenoe/ 
I  would  obey  the  voice  divine, 

And  all  inferior  joys  refign. 

4  Be  earth  with  all  her  fcenes  withdrawn, 
Let  noiie  and  vanity  be  gone ; 

In  fecret  filence  of  the  mind 

My  heav'n,  and  there  my  God,  I  find. 

HYMN     204- 

A    LIVING    AND    DEAD    FAITHr 

1  Ayf  istaken  fouls,  that  dream  of  heav'n, 
**-*•  And  make  their  empty  boalt 

Gf  inward  joys,  and  fms  forgiv'n, 
While  they  are  flaves  to  luft. 

2  Vain  are  our  fancies,  airy  flights^ 

If  faith  be  cold  and  dead  j 
No»e  but  a  living  pow'r  unites 
To  Christ  the  living  head. 

3  5Tis  faith  that  purifies  the  heart  > 

5Tis  faith  that  works  by  love  -, 

That  bids  our  finful  joys  depart, 

And  lifts  our  thoughts  above. 
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4  'Tis  faith  that  conquers  earth  and  hell> 
By  a  celeftial  power ; 
This  is  the  grace  that  fhall  prevail 
In  the  decifive  hour. 

HYMN     205. 
Trust  in    God    in    difficulties, 

1  TyHY,0  my  heart,  thefe  anxious  cares  ? 
V  ^     Why  thefe  tumultuous  fick'ning 

fears  ? 
Why  thus  all-penfive  and  forlorn, 
Doft  thou  thythick'ning  troubles  mourn? 

%  When  threat'ning  ftorms  around  thee  rife, 
And  louring  tempefts  fpreadthe  fkiesr 
On  God,  my  foul,  thy  burden  call, 
And  feek  in  him  a  peaceful  reft. 

3  If  falfhood  and  deceit  abound, 
And  envy's  darts  in  fecret  wound, 
If  earthly  fprings  of  comfort  dry, 
And  ev'ry  blooming  joy  fhould  die  ^ 

4  Silent  I'll  bear  thy  chaft'ning  rod, 
Thy  juft  difpleafure,  O  my  God  ! 
On  thee  I'll  wait  with  eager  eyes, 

To  thee  my  pray'r  with  hope  fhall  rife* 

5  Yes,  I  fhall  hear  thy  cheering  voice ; 
In  thee  my  foul  fhall  yet  rejoice  5 
Thou  wilt  reveal  thy  fmiling  face, 
And  hence  thefe  gloomy  horrrors  chacc , 
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6  Thou  art  my  Saviour,  thou  my  God  f 
Thy  grace  will  I  proclaim  abroad  ; 
That  grace  which  bears  my  guilt  away, 
And  turns  the  blackeft  night  to  day. 

HYMN     2o6> 

THE.  RETURNING     BACKSLIDER. 

i  HPhe  Lord  is  kind  in  all  his  ways, 
-r    When  moft  they  feem  fevere ; 
He  frowns  and  fcourges  and  rebukes,, 
That  we  may  learn  his  fear. 

2  With  thorns  he  fences  up  our  path,. 

And  builds  a  wall  around ; 
To  guard  us  from  the  death  that  lurks> 
In  fin's  forbidden  ground. 

3  When  other  lovers  fought  in  vain, 

Our  fond  addrefs  defpife  ; 
He  opens  his  indulgent  arms 
With  pity  in  his  eyes  : 

4  Return,  ye  wandering  fouls,  return, 

And  feek  his  tender  breaft ; 
Call  back  the  memory  of  thofe  days,v 
When  there  you  found  your  reft. 

5  Behold,  great  God  !  we  come  to  thee, 

Tho'  blufhes  veil  our  face ; 
Gonftrain'd  our  laft  retreat  to  feek 
In  thy  much-injur'd  grace. 
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A    PRAYER     FOR      A      NEW     SPIRIT. 

Ezek,  xxxvi.  26- 


A  lmighty  God  of  truth  and  love  ? 
*^  In  me  thy  pow'r  exert  -9 
The  mountain  from  my  foul  remove,. 

The  hardnefs  of  my  heart : 
My  mofl:  obdurate  heart  fubdue, 

In  honour  to  thy  Son, 
And  now  the  gracious  wonder  fhew> 

And  take  away  the  ftone. 

I  want  a  principle  within 

Of  jealous,  godly  fear  •„ 
A  fenfibility  of  fin,. 

A  pain  to  feel  it  near : 
I  want  the  firft  approach  to  feel 

Of  pride,  or  vain  defire, 
To  catch  the  wand'rings  of  my  will, 

And  quench  the  kindling  fire. 

From  thee  that  I  no  more  depart, 

No  more  thy  goodnefs  grieve  -, 
The  filial  awe,  the  flefhly  heart, 

The  tender  confcience  give  : 
Quick  as  the  apple  of  an  eye, 

O  God  !  my  confcience  mak«  y 
Awake  my  foul  when  fin  is  nigh,. 

And  keep  it  ftill  awake. 
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H  Y  M  N     2o8- 
The    heavenly  guest.     Rev.  fti.  20, 

j>    A  nd  will  the  Lord  thus  condefcend. 
^  jt  To  vifit  finful  worms  ? 
Thus  at  the  door  fhall  mercy  ftand 
In  all  her  winning  forms  ? 

2  Surprizing  grace  !■ — and  fhall  my  heart: 

Unmov'd  and  cold  remain  ? 
Has  this  hard  rock  no  tender  part  ?. 
Muft  mercy  plead  in  vain  ? 

3  Shall  Jesus  for  admiflion  fue,. 

His  charming  voice  unheard  ? 
And  this  vile  heart,  his  rightful  due, 
Remain  for  ever  barr'd  ? 

4  'Tis  fin,  alas  !  with  tyrant  power 

The  lodging  has  poflefs'd  •,. 
And  crowds  of  traitors  bar  the  door 
Againft  the  heav'nly  gueft. 

5  Lord,  rife  in  thy  all-conqu'ring  grace, 

Thy  mighty  power  difp lay  > 
One  beam  of  glory  from  thy  face 
Can  drive  my  foes  away. 

6  Ye  dangerous  inmates,  hence  depart  y 

Dear  Saviour  enter  in, 
And  guard  the  paflage  to  my  heart, 
And  keep  out  ev'ry  fin, 


[    209    ] 

HYMN     209. 
Weakness  bewail  ed, 

T^ 7hy  is  my  heart  fo  far  from  thee, 

*  *     My  God,  my  chief  delight  ? 
Why  are  my  thoughts  no  more  by  day 
With  thee,  no  more  by  night  ? 

Why  fhould  my  foolifh  paff-ons  rove  ? 

Where  can  fuch  fweetnefs  be, 
As  I  have  tailed  in  thy  love, 

As  I  have  found  in  thee  ? 

When  my  forgetful  foul  renews 

The  favour  of  thy  grace, 
My  heart  prefumes  I  cannot  lofe 

The  relifii  all  my  days* 

But  e'er  one  fleeting  hour  is  pad, 
The  flattering  world  employs 

Some  fenfual  bait  to  feize  my  tafte, 
And  to  pollute  my  joys. 

Trifles  of  nature  or  of  art, 
With  fair  delufive  charms, 

Intrude  into  my  thoughtlefs  heart, 
And  thruft  thee  from  my  arms. 

Then  I  repent  and  grieve  my  foul, 
That  I  Ihou'd  leave  thee  fo  : 

Where  will  thofe  wild  affections  roll, 
That  let  a  Saviour  go  ? 
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7  Make  hafte,  my  days,  to  reach  the  goal, 
And  bring  my  heart  to  reft 
On  the  dear  centre  of  my  foul, 
My  God,  my  Saviour's  breafL 

HYMN     2IO- 
The  danger  of  creature-comforts. 

*  TLTow  vain  are  all  things  here  below  \ 
**  -*  How  falfe  and  yet  how  fair  ! 
Each  pleafure  has  its  poifon  too  y 
And  ev'ry  fweet  a  fnare. 

a  The  brighteft  things  below  the  iky 
Give  but  a  flatt'ring  light  •, 
We  fhould  fufpe£t  fome  danger  nigh. 
When  we  poflefs  delight* 

3  Our  deareft  joys  and  neareft  friends, 

The  partners  of  our  blood, 
How  they  divide  our  wav'ring  minds, 
And  leave  but  half  for  God  ! 

4  The  fondnefs  of  a  creature's  love,. 

How  ftrong  it  ftrikes  theafenfe  2 
Thither  the  warm  affections  move, 
Nor  can  we  call  them  thence. 

5  Dear  Saviour,  let  thy  beauties  be 

My  foul's  eternal  food  y 
And  grace  command  my  heart  away 
From  all  created  good., 
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HYMN     211- 

Sins    and  doubts  overcome  by  grace, 

i  "\I7hy  does  your  face,  ye  humble  fouls, 
*  *     Thofe  mournful  colours  wear  ? 
What  doubts  are  thefe  that  wafte  your 
faith, 
And  nouriih  your  defpair  ? 

2  What  tho'  your  num'rous  fins  exceed 

The  ftars  that  fill  the  fkies, 
And  aiming  at  th'  eternal  throne, 
Like  pointed  mountains  rife : 

3  What  tho'  your  mighty  guilt  beyond 

The  wide  creation  fwell, 
And  has  its  curs'd  foundations  laid 
Low  as  the  deeps  of  hell: 

4  See  here  an  endlefs  Ocean  flows 

Of  never-failing  grace ; 
Behold  a  dying  Saviour's  veins 
The  facred  flood  increafe  : 

5  It  rifes  high  and  drowns  the  hills, 

Has  neither  fhore  nor  bound  \ 

Now,  if  we  fearch  to  find  our  fins, 

Our  fins  can  ne'er  be  found. 

6  Awake,  our  hearts,  adore  the  grace 

That  buries  all  our  faults, 
And  pard'ning  blood  that  fwells  above 
Our  follies  and  our  thoughts. 
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HYMN     212- 
Satan's    devices  exposed. 

i    T  Hate  the  tempter  and  his  charms, 
A  I  hate  his  flatt'ring  breath  : 
The  ferpent  takes  a  thoufand  forms, 
To  cheat  our  fouls  to  death. 

2  Now  he  perfuades  "  how  eafy  'tis 

"  To  walk  the  road  to  heav'n  •," 
And  now  he  fwells  our  fins,  and  cries, 
*•  They  cannot  be  forgiven." 

3  He  bids  young  finners  yet  forbear 

To  think  of  God  or  death  •, 
For  prayer  and  devotion  are 
But  melancholy  breath. 

4  He  tells  the  aged  they  muft  die,. 

And  'tis  too  late  to  pray  ; 
In  vain  for  mercy  now  they  cry, 
For  they  have  loft  their  day. 

5  Thus  he  fupports  his  cruel  throne 

By  mifchief  and  deceit, 
And  drags  the  fons  of  Adam  down 
To  darknefs  and  the  pit. 

6  Almighty  God  !  cut  (hort  his  powV, 

Let  him  in  darknefs  dwell  •, 
And,  that  he  vex  the  earth  no  more* 
Confine  him  down  to  hell, 
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H  Y  M  N      213- 
The  vanity  of  worldly  schemes. 

1  nPO  morrow,  Lord,  h  thine, 

*     Lodg'd  in  thy  fov'reign  hand  ^ 
And  if  its  fun  arife  and  fhine, 
It  (hines  by  thy  command. 

2  The  prefent  moment  flies, 

And  bears  our  life  away ; 
O  make  thy  fervants  truly  wife, 
That  they  may  live  to  day. 

3  Since  on  this  fleeting  hour 

Eternity  is  hung, 
Waken  by  thy  almighty  pow'r 
The  aged  and  the  young. 

4  One  thing  demands  our  care, 

O  be  it  ftill  purfu'd  \ 
Left  flighted  once,  the  feafon  fair 
Should  never  be  renew'd  : 

5  To  Jesus  may  we  fly, 

Swift  as  the  morning  light ; 
Left  life's  young  golden  beams  fhould  die- 
In  fudden  endlefs  night. 
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HYMN    214. 

Desiring  to  love  God  above  all. 

1  A  ne>  is  it  yet,  dear  Lord,  a  doubt, 
■**•  If  in  my  breaft  thou  reign'ft  alone  ? 
O  find  the  lurking  rival  out, 

And  drag  the  traitor  from  the  throne. 

2  Would  earth's  delufive,  trifling  charms, 

Affume  a  power  above  thy  name  ? 
Stab  each  ufurper  in  my  arms, 
And  vindicate  thy  rightful  claim. 

3  By  purchafe,  duty,  ev'ry  tie, 

Yea  choice  itfelf,  Lord,  I  am  thine; 
Maintain  thy  right,  or  let  me  die,   ' 
Ere  from  thy  love  my  foul  decline.  • 

4  If  my  unfteady  heart  wou'd  rove, 

(And  well  thou  know'ft  its  treacherous 
frame,) 
If  ought  below,  or  ought  above, 

Would  fhare  or   quench  the  facred 
flame; 

5  Chace  the  curs'd  object  from  my  foul, 

Thence,  thence  the  twining  mifchief 
tear; 
Reign  thou  the  fovereign  of  the  whole, 
Be  Lord  of  ev'rv  motion  there. 
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HYMN     215. 
The  path  to  heaven  through  this 

WORLD. 


1  T  ord,  what  a  wretched  land  is  this, 
*~*  That  yields  us  no  fupply,        J 

No  cheering  fruits,  no  wholefome  trees, 
Nor  dreams  of  Irving  joy  ? 

2  But  pricking  thorns  thro'  all  the  ground, 

And  mortal  poiibns  grow, 
And  all  the  rivers  that  are  found, 
With  dangerous  waters  flow. 

3  Yet  the  dear  path  to  thine  abode, 

Lies  thro5  this  horrid  land  : 
Lord,  we  would  keep  the  heav'nly  road, 
And  run  at  thy  command. 

4  Our  journey  is  a  thorny  maze, 

But  we  march  upward  Hill  •, 
Forget  the  trouble  of  the  ways, 
And  reach  at  Sion's  hill. 

5  See  the  kind  angels  at  the  gates, 

Inviting  us  to  come  -, 
There  Jesus  the  forerunner  waits 
To  welcome  travelers  home. 


? 
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HYMN     2l6. 
Desiring  to  be  kept  in  God's  way. 

1  TPhou,  whom  my  foul  admires  above 

A    All  earthly  joy,  and  earthly  love  -, 
Tfell  me,  dear  Shepherd,  let  me  know 
Where  doth  thy  fweeteft  palture  grow 

2  Where  is  the  ftiadow  of  that  rock 
That  from  the  fun  defends  thy  flock  ? 
Fain  wou'd  I  feed  among  thy  fheep, 
Among  them  reft,  among  them  fleep. 

3  Why  fhould  thy  bride  appear  like  one 
That  turns  afide  to  paths  unknown  ? 
My  conftant  feet  would  never  rove, 
Would  never  feek  another  love. 

4  The  footfteps  of  thy  flock  I  fee  ; 
The  fweeteft  paftures,  here  they  be  •, 
A  wond'rous  feaft  thy  love  prepares, 
Bought  with  thy  wounds  and  groans  and 

tears. 

5  His<deareft  flefh  he  makes  my  food, 
And  bids  me  drink  his  richeft  blood  : 
Here  to  thefe  hills  my  foul  will  come, 
Till  my  Beloved  leads  me  home. 

HYMN 
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HYMN     217. 
Grace  and  six. 

1  XXjThat  jarring  nature  dwells  within, 

*  *     Imperfedt  grace  and  reigning  fin  ? 
Nor  this  can  reign,  nor  that  prevail, 
Tho'  each  by  turns  my  heart  afiail. 

2  Now  I  complain,  and  groan,  and  die, 
Now  raife  my  fongs  of  triumph  high  -y 
Sing  a  rebellious  paflion  (lain, 

Or  mourn  ro  feel  it  live  again. 

3  One  happy  hour  beholds  me  rife, 
Borne  upwards  to  my  native  fkies, 
While  faith  aflifts  my  foaring  flight 
To  realms  of  joy,  and  worlds  of  light. 

4  Scarce  a  few  hours,  or  minutes  roll, 
Ere  earth  reclaims  my  captive  foul ; 
I  feel  its  fympathetic  force, 

And  headlong  urge  my  downward  courfe. 

g  How  fhort  the  joys  thy  vifits  give, 
How  long  thine  abfence,  Lord,  1  grieve! 
What  clouds  obfcure  my  rifing  fun, 
Or  intercept  its  rays  at  noon  i 

6  How  oft  I  raife  my  down-caft  eye 
For  aid,  but  find  no  fuccour  nigh  •, 
While  rebel-lufts,  oppos'd  in  vain, 
Exert  their  pow'r,  and  ftrive  to  reign. 


2i8  HYMN     2t8. 

7  My  feeble  knees  I  bend  again, 
My  drooping  hands  again  I  rear* 

Vain  is  the  talk,  the  effort  vain, 
My  heart  abhors  the  irkibme  pray'n 

8  Thou  iacred  Source  of  light  and  love* 
Whence  all  thy  peoples  joys  arife, 
Thou  holy  Spirit,  heav'nly  Dove, 

O  hear  thine  humble  fuppliant's  cries  ! 

9  Affift  me  thro'  the  doubtful  fight ; 
Thou  the  defponding  heart  canft  raife* 
Canfl  make  me  triumph  in  thy  mighty 
The  vi&'ry  mine,  and  thine  the  praife. 

HYMN     218. 
Longing  for  a  sense  of  pardons 

i  T^hy  prefence,  Saviour,  may  I  feel,- 
**■    O  ltamp  me  with  thy  Spirit's  feal  ! 
Lord,  feal  my  pardon  with  thy  blood, 
And  let  me  know  I'm  born  of  God. 

2  One  precious  drop,  Lord  Jesus,  grant, 
O  !  for  one  precious  drop  I  pant ! 

By  faith  apply  thy  healing  blood, 
That  I  may  cry,  My  Lord,  my  God  ! 

3  Sprinkle  it  on  my  confcience,  Lord, 
O  let  me  hear  the  pow'rful  word 
That  rais'd  the  dead,  and  chears  the  (ou\f 
And  makes  the  fin-lick  fmner  whole. 
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4  And  when  this  mortal  life  is  o'er, 
And  pain  and  finning  is  no  more* 
Receive  my  foul  to  thy  bleis'd  home  : 
O  come,  Lord  Jesus,  quickly  come! 

HYMN     21c 

Weary  souls  invited  to  rest, 
Matt.  xi.  2,  8. 

1  Pome,  weary  fouls,  with  fins  diftreft, 

^   The  Saviour  offers  heav'nly  reft  j 
The  kind,  the  gracious  call  obey, 
And  caft  your  gloomy  fears  away. 

2  Opprefs'd  with  guilt,  a  painful  load, 

O  come,  and  fpread  your  woes  abroad  •, 
Divine  companion,  mighty  love, 
Will  all  the  painful  load  remove. 

3  Here  mercy's  boundlefs  ocean  flows, 
To  cleanfe  your  guilt,  and  heal  your  wocs$ 
Pardon  and  life,  and  endlefs  peace — 
How  rich  the  gift !   how  free  the  grace  ! 

4  Lord,  we  accept  with  thankful  heart, 
The  hope  thy  gracious  words  impart ; 
We  come  with  trembling,  yet  rejoice, 
And  blefs  the  kind  inviting  voice. 

5  Dear  Saviour,  let  thy  powerful  love 
Confirm  our  faith,  our  fears  remove^ 
And  fweetly  influence  ev'ry  breaft, 
And  guide  us  to  eternal  reft, 
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HYMN     220. 
The    power    of    faith. 

i    T^aith  adds  new  charms  to  earthly  blifs, 
-*■     And  faves  me  from  its  fnares  ; 
Its  aid  in  ev'ry  duty  brings, 
And  foftens  all  my  cafes : 

2  Extinguifhes  the  thirft  of  fin, 

And  lights  the  facred  fire 
Of  love  to  God  and  heav'nly  things, 
And  feeds  the  pure  defire. 

3  The  wounded  confcience  knows  its  pow'r 

The  healing  balm  to  give  : 
That  balm  the  faddeft  heart  can  cheer, 
And  make  the  dying  live. 

4  Wide  it  unveils  celeftial  worlds, 

"Where  deathlefs  pleafures  reign  ; 
And  bids  me  feek  my  portion  there, 
Nor  bids  me  feek  in  vain. 

5  Shews  me  the  precious  promife,  feal'd 

With  the  redeemer's  blood  ; 
And  helps  my  feeble  hope  to  reft 
Upon  a  faithful  God. 

6  There,  there  unfhaken  would  I  reft, 

Till  this  vile  body  dies  •, 
And  then  on  faith's  triumphant  wings, 
At  once  to  glory  rife. 
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HYMN    221. 

The  increasing  power  of 
c  h  r  i  s  t's  kingdom. 

All  hail,  incarnate  God  ; 
*^*-  The  wond'rous  things  foretold 
Of  thee  in  facred  writ, 

With  joy  our  eyes  behold  : 
Still  does  thine  arm  new  trophies  wear, 
And  monuments  of  glory  rear. 

To  thee  the  hoary  head 

Its  filver  honours  pfcys  ; 
To.  thee  the  blooming  youth 

Devotes  his  brighteft  days  : 
And  every  age  their  tribute  bring, 
And  bow  to  thee,  all-conquering  King  ! 

O  hafte,  victorious  Prince, 

That  happy  glorious  day, 
When  fouls  like  drops  of  dew 

Shall  own  thy  gentle  fway : 
O  may  it  blefs  our  longing  eyes, 
And  bear  our  fhouts  beyond  the  Ikies, 

All  hail,  triumphant  Lord! 

Eternal  be  thy  reign  ; 
Behold  the  nations  fue 

To  wear  thy  gentle  chain  : 
When  earth  and  time  are  known  no  more* . 
Thy  throne  fhall  ftand  for  ever  fure. 
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HYMN     222- 

The  sovereignty  of  God, 

i   f^  od  is  King,  ye  lands  rejoice  •, 
^^  Lift,  ye  Ifles,  a  thankful  voice  y 
Ev'ry  throne  by  his  controll'd, 
Well  fecures  the  paffive  world. 

2  Higher  than  the  fons  of  pride, 

He  bids  the  raging  waves  fubfide  ^ 
Whatever  flrifes  the  nations  fill, 
The  whole  centers  to  his  will. 

3  O  how  deep  his  counfel  lies  I 
How  unfathomably  wife ! 
Ev'ry  way  his  will  is  done, 
Ev'ry  way  his  pow'r  is  fhown. 

4  Thoughts  are  vain  againft  the  Lord, 
All  fubferve  his  ftanding  word  ; 
Satan  lets,  and  men  objeft, 

Yet  the  thing  they  thwart,  effe£h 

5  Subjects  of  the  Lord,  be  bold  ; 
Jesus  will  the  kingdom  hold  -, 
Wheels  encircling  wheels  muft  run, 
Each  in  place  to  bring  it  on. 

6  Bleffc  is  Faith,  that  trufls  his  pow'r ; 
Bleft  is  Faith,  that  waits  his  hour  ; 
Hafte,  great  Conqu'ror,  bring  it  near, 
Let  the  glorious  clofe  appear. 
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HYMN       223. 

The  kingdom  of  God,  not  in  word, 
but    in    power. 

j     A    Form  of  words,  tho'  e'er  fo  found, 
-*"*■  Can  never  fave  a  foul. 
The  Holy  Ghoft  mult  give  the  wound, 
And  make  the  wounded  whole. 

2  Tho'  God's  election  is  a  truth, 

Small  comfort  there  I  fee, 
Till  I  am  told  by  God's  own  mouth, 
That  He  has  chofen  Me. 

3  Sinners,  I  read,  arejuftify'd 

By  faith  in  Jesu's  blood  : 
But  when  to  me  that  blood's  apply'd, 
'Tis  then  I've  peace  with  God. 

4  Imputed  rightecufnefs  I  own, 

A  doftrine  moft  divine  \ 
When  Jesus  to  my  heart  makes  known 
That  all  his  merit's  Mine. 

5  To  perfeverance  I  agree  \ 

The  thing  to  me  is   clear; 
Becaufe  the  Lord  has  promis'd  M$ 
That  I  fhall  perfevere. 
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6  Thus  chriftians  glorify  the  Lord  ; 
His  Spirit  joins  with  ours, 
In  bearing  witnefs  to  his  word, 
With  all  its  faving  pow'rs. 

HYMN     224- 

Christ  is  the  way,  the  truth, 
and    the  life. 

i   T  Am,  faith  Christ,  the  Way : 

A  Now  if  we  credit  him, 
All  other  paths  mufl  lead  aftray, 
How  fair  foe'er  they  feem. 

2  I  am,  faith  Christ,  the  Truth : 
Then  all  that  lacks  this  teft, 

Proceed  it  from  an  angel's  mouth, 
Is  but  a  lie  at  beft. 

3  I  am,  faith  Christ,  the  Life  : 
1  et  this  be  feen  by  faith  ; 

It  follows,  without  further  ftrife, 
That  all  befides  is  death. 

4  If  what  thofe  words  aver, 
The  Holy  Ghoft  apply ; 

The  fimpleft  chriftian  fhall  not  err, 
Nor  be  deceiv'd,  nor  die. 
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HYMN      225. 
Breathing  after  Christ. 

1  Pome,  thou  bleft  Jesus,  quickly  come,. 
^Deicend,thou  bright,  immortal  gueft^ 
Within  my  heart  erect  thy  throne, 

And  reign  unrivall'd  in  my  breaft. 

2  Not  all  that's  great,  or  good,  or  fair, 

Can  pleafe,  or  fix  my  choice  below : 
I  long  in  purer  joys  to  fhare, 

Which  only  from  thy  prelence  flow. 

3  No  more  the  world  my  bofom  warms, 

AVhen  thy  fuperior  glories  fhine  : 
1  die  to  all  created  charms, 

If  Jesus  whifpersy  He  is  mine. 

4  Opprefs'd  with  care  and  pain,  I  roam 

At  diftance  from  my  native  place  : 
Come,  the  bright  hour  that  bears  me 
home, 
To  view  my  Jesus  face  to  face, 

HYMN     226. 
Christ  the  only  saviour.     Isa.  lxiv.  6. 

1    T   ong  did  my  foul  in  Jesu's  form 
-*-**  No  comelinefs  nor  beauty  fee  ^ 
His  facred  name  by  others  priz'd, 
Was  taftelefs  ftill,  and  dead  to  me, 
l  5 


226  HY  M  N     227. 

2  Men  call'd  me  Chriitian,  and  my  heart 

On  that  delufion  fondly  ftay'd ; 
Moral  my  hopes,  my  Saviour  felf, 
Till  mighty  grace  the  cheat  difplay'd. 

3  Thanks  to  the  hand  that  wak'd  my  dream, 

That  fhew'd  me  wretched,  naked,  poor  ^ 
That  fweetly  led  me  to  the  rock, 
Where  all  ialvation  Hands  iecure. 

4  Glad,  I  forfook  my  righteous  pride, 

My  moral,  tarnifh'd,  finful  drefs ; 
Exchang'd  my  drois  away  for  Christ, 
And  found  the  robe  of  ri e;hteouf nefs. 


£?* 
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227. 


:TU  Tesus,  thou  everlafting  King, 

•J    Accept  the  tribute  which  we  bring  5 
Accept  the  well-deferv'd  renown, 
And  wear  our  praifes  as  thy  crown. 

2  Let  ev'ry  aft  of  worfhip  be, 

Like  our  efpoufals,  Lord,  to  thee ; 
Like  the  bled  hour,  when  from  above 
We  firft  received  the  pledge  of  love. 

3  The  gladnefs  of  that  happy  day, 
O  may  it  ever,  ever  flay  ! 

Nor  let  our  faith  forfake  its  hold, 
Our  hope  decline,  nor  love  grow  cold. 
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4  Each  following  minute  as  it  flies, 
Increafe  thy  praife,  improve  our  joys, 
Till  we  are  rais'd  to  fing  thy  name, 
At  the  great  fupper  of  the  Lamb. 

HYMN     228. 
God  all  in  all.  Psalm  xviii.  46- 

1  HThe  great  Jehovah  reigns 

A    Upon  a  throne  fublime; 
And  from  his  own  eternity 
Sees  the  wide  waftes  of  time. 

2  This  great  Jehovah's  mine, 
The  faint  in  rapture  cries  ; 

And  to  this  everlafting  rock 
My  joyful  fpirit  flies. 

3  From  this  immortal  fprfhg 
Immenfe  falvation  flows ; 

And  with  the  wonders  of  his  love 
My  grateful  bofom  glows. 

4  His  name  ihall  be  my  fong 
While  life  and  breath  are  giv'n^ 

And  his  nnceafing  praife  ihall  run 
Thro'  all  the  days  of  heav'n,. 
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HYMN     229. 

THE    DIVIDED     HEART     LAMENTED, 

1  C  Trange  that  fo  much  of  heav'n  &  hell 
^  Shou'd  in  one  bofom  meet ! 

Lord  !  can  thy  Spirit  ever  dwell 
Where  Satan  has  a  feat. 

2  Now  I  am  a-11  transformed  to  love, 

And  cou'd  expire  in  praife ; 

Then  foon  not  all  the  joys  above 

One  cheerful  note  can  raife. 

3  When  I  with  penfive  thoughts  review 

The  mazes  I  have  trod, 
Aftonifh'd  at  the  grace  that  drew 
My  wand'ring  foul  to  God. 

4  O  with  what  ardent  zeal  I  vow 

A  redtitude  within ! 
What  indignation  fires  me  now 
At  the  mere  thoughts  of  fin  ! 

£  Yet  vain  amufements,  hurrying  cares, 
Trifles  of  lofs  or  gain, 
Or  carnal  joys,  or  worldly  fears, 
Seduce  my  heart  again. 

6  By  faithful  hopes,  and  golden  dreams, 
Pm  nurtured,  or  betray'd  ; 
Still  toft  between  the  two  extremes, 
Too  vain,  or  too  dilmay'd. 
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Decide  the  dubious,  awful  cafe 

By  fome  alluring  iign  ; 
And  O  may  thy  all-conquering  grace 

Demonltrate  I  am  thine. 


HYMN     230. 

Christ  justifies  and  sanctifies* 
John  xix.  34. 

1  TV/fY  Saviour's  pierced  fide 
-**"*  Pour'd  out  a  double  flood  ; 

By  water  we  are  purify'd, 
And  pardon'd  by  thy  blood. 

2  Look  up,  my  foul,  to  him, 
Whofe  death  was  thy  defert ; 

And  humbly  view  the  living  ftream 
Flow  from  his  breaking  heart. 

3  There  on  the  curfed  tree 
In  dying  pangs  he  lies, 

Fulfils  his  Father's  great  decree, 
And  all  our  wants  fupplies. 

4  Thus  the  redeemer  came 
By  water  and  by  blood  ; 

And  when  the  Spirit  fpeaks  the  fame, 
We  feel  his  witnefs  good. 

5  Lord,  cleanfe  my  foul  from  fin. 
Nor  let  thy  grace  depart ; 

Great  Comforter,  abide  within. 
And  witnefs  to  my  heart. 
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HYMN     23L 

For   victory   over   death, 

/~\  For  an  overcoming  faith 
^^  To  chear  my  dying  hours, 
To  triumph  o'er  the  monfler,  death, 
And  all  his  frightful  pow'rs. 

Joyful  with  all  the  flrength  I  have, 
My  quiv'ring  lips  fhou'd  fing, 

u  Where  is  thy  boafted  vi&'ry,  grave  ? 
"  And  where  the  monfler' s  fling  ?" 


xtD  ' 


3  If  fin  be  pardon'd,  I'm  fecure  ; 

Death  has  no  fling  befide ; 
The  law  gives  fin  its  damning  pow'r^ 
But  Christ,  my  ranfom,  dy'd. 

4  Now  to  the  God  of  vidlory 

Immortal  thanks  be  paid, 
Who  makes  us  conqu'rors  while  we  die, 
Thro5  Christ  our  living  head, 

HYMN     232. 
Safety    in    Christ. 

I   TJ  Eset  with  fnares  on  ev'ry  hand, 
-^   In  life's  uncertain  path  I  fland  : 
Saviour  divine  !  diffufe  thy  light, 
To  guide  my  doubtful  footfteps  right. 
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2  Engage  this  roving,  treacherous  heart, 
Great  God  !  to  choofe  the  better  part  ; 
To  fcorn  the  trifles  of  a  day, 

For  joys  that  none  can  take  away. 

3  Then  let  the  wildeft  ftorms  arife, 
Let  tempefts  mingle  earth  and  Ikies  \ 
No  fatal  fhipwreck  fhall  I  fear, 

But  all  my  treafure  with  me  bean 

4  If  thou,  my  Jesus,  ftill  art  nigh, 
Chearful  I  live,  and  chearful  die  ; 
Secure,  when  mortal  comforts  fleer 
To  find  ten  thoufand  worlds  in  thee, 

HYMN     233. 

TO    THE    HOLY    GHOST, 

1  Pome,  Holy  Spirit,  come, 
^   Let  thy  bright  beams  arife  ; 

Difpel  the  darknefs  from  our  minds, 
And  open  all  our  eyes. 

2  Revive  our  drooping  faith, 
Our  doubts  and  fears  remove ; 

And  kindle  in  our  breafts  the  flames 
Of  never-dying  love. 

3  Convince  us  of  our  fin, 
Then  lead  to  Jesu's  blood  ; 

And  to  our  wond'ring  view  reveal 
The  fecret  love  of  God, 
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4  'Tis  thine  to  cleanfe  the  heart, 
To  fandtify  the  foul, 

To  pour  frefh  life  on  ev'ry  part, 
And  new  create  the  whole, 

5  If  thou,  celeftial  Dove, 
Thine  influence  withdraw, 

What  eafy  viftims  foon  we  fall 
To  confcience,  wrath,  and  law  i 

6  No  longer  burns  our  love  •, 
Our  faith  and  patience  fail ; 

Our  fin  revives  •,  and  death  and  hell 
Our  feeble  fouls  affail. 

7  Dwell  therefore  in  our  hearts ; 
Our  minds  from  bondage  free  : 

Then  (hall  we  know,  and  praife,  &  love 
The  Father,  Son,  and  Thee. 

HYMN     234. 

Christ  our  wisdom,  righteousness* 
sanctification,  and  redemption. 

1  15  Elievers  own  they  are  but  blind  ; 
r-*  They  own  themfelves  unwife  ;  ' 
But  wifdom  in  the  Lord  they  find,. 

Who  opens  all  their  eyes. 

2  Unrighteous  are  they  all  when  try'd  $ 

But  God  himfelf  declares, 
In  Jesus  they  are  juftify'd  ; 
His  righteoufnefs  is  theirs, 
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3  That  we're  unholy  needs  no  proofs 

We  forely'feel  the  fall  : 
But  Christ  has  holinefs  enough 
To  ianclify  us  all. 

4  Expos'd  by  fin  to  God's  jnft  wrath, 

We  look  to  Christ  and  view 
Redemption  in  his  blood  by  faith ; 
And  full  redemption  too. 

5  Some  this,  fome  that,  good  virtue  teach, 

To  rectify  the  foul  : 
But  we  firft  after  Jesus  reach, 
And  richly  grafp  the  whole. 

6  To  Jesus  join'd  we  all  that's  good 

From  him  our  head  derive  : 
We  eat  his  flefh  and  drink  his  blood  y 
And  by,  and  in  him  live. 

HYMN     235. 
Divine  strength  in  human  weakness* 

1    "HY  whom  was  David  taught 
JLJ  To  aim  the  dreadful  blow, 
When  the  Goliah  fought, 

And  laid  the  Gittite  low  ? 
Nor  fvvord  nor  fpear  the  flrippling  took, 
But  chofe  a  pebble  from  the  brook. 


234  HYMN     235. 

2  Twas  Ifrael's  God  and  King, 

Who  fent  him  to  the  fight, 
Who  gave  him  fbrength  to  fling, 

And  (kill  to  aim  aright : 
Ye  feeble  faints,  your  ftrength  endures^ 
B.ecaufe  young  David's  God  is  yours, 

3  Who  order'd  Gideon  forth, 

To  florm  th'  invader's  camp, 
With  arms  of  little  worth, 

A  pitcher,  and  a  lamp  ? 
The  trumpets  made  his  coming  known> 
And  all  the  hoft  were  overthrown. 

4  O,  I  have  feen  the  day, 

When  with  a  fingle  word, 
God  helping  me  to  fay 

"  My  truft  is  in  the  Lord  " 
My  foul  has  quell'd  a  thoufand  foes* 

Fearlefs  of  all  that  wou'd  oppofe^ 

5  But  unbelief,  felf-will, 

Self-righteoufnefs  and  pride, 
How  often  do  they  ileal 

My  weapon  from  my  fide  ! 
Yet  David's  Lord,  and  Gideon's  friend* 
Will  help  his  fervant  to  the  end. 


%£!£& 
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HYMN     236. 

The    deceitfulness    of    sin, 

[    Gin  has  a  thoufand  treach'rous  arts 
^   To  pradtife  on  the  mind, 
With  flatt'ring  looks  flie  tempts  our  hearts^ 
But  leaves  a  fling  behind. 

l  With  names  of  virtue  flie  deceives 
The  aged  and  the  young ; 
And  while  the  heedlefs  wretch  believes, 
She  makes  his  fetters  ftrong. 


Jty 


3  She  pleads  for  all  the  joys  flie  brings, 

And  gives  a  fair  pretence ; 
But  cheats  the  foul  of  heav'nly  things, 
And  chains  it  down  to  fenfe. 

4  So  on  a  tree  divinely  fair, 

Grew  the  forbidden  food  ; 
Our  mother  took  the  poifon  there,. 
And  tainted  all  her  blood. 

HYMN     237- 
Praise  to  the  Redeemer, 

I   T   et  us  love  and  fing  and  wonder, 

*^  Let  us  praife  the  Saviour's  name  ^ 

He  has  hufli'd  the  law's  loud  thunder, 

He  has  quench'd  mount  Sinai's  flame  j. 

He  has  wafh'd  us  with  his  blood, 

He  has  brought  us  nigh  to  God*. 


236  HYMN     237. 

2  Let  us  love  the  Lord  who  bought  us, 
Pity'd  us  when  enemies  •, 

Cali'd  us  by  his  grace,  and  taught  us, 
Gave  us  ears,  and  gave  us  eyes. 
He  has  wafh'd  us  with  his  blood, 
He  prefents  our  fouls  to  God. 

3  Let  us  fing,  tho'  fierce  temptation 
Threaten  hard  to  bear  us  down  ; 
For  the  Lord  our  ftrong  falvation, 
Holds  in  view  the  conqu'ror's  crowru 

He  who  wafh'd  us  with  his  blood, 
Soon  will  bring  us  home  to  God. 

4  Let  us  wonder,  grace  and  juftice 
Join  and  point  to  mercy's  ftore  : 
When  thro5  grace  in  Christ  our  truft  is, 
Juftice  fmiles  and  afks  no  more. 

He  who  wafh'd  us  with  his  blood, 
Has  fecur'd  our  way  to  God. 

5  Let  us  praife  and  join  the  chorus 
Of  the  faints  enthron'd  on  high  ! 
Here  they  trufted  him  before  us, 
Now  their  praifes  fill  the  fky. 

Thou  haft  wafh'd  us  with  thy  blood, 
Thou  art  worthy,  Lamb  of  God  ! 

6  Yes  we  praife  thee,  gracious  Saviour ; 
Wonder,  love,  and  blefs  thy  name  •, 
Pardon,  Lord,  our  poor  endeavour, 
Pity,  for  thou  knowft  our  frame. 

Wafh  our  fouls  and  fongs  with  blood, 
For  by  thee  we  come  to  God. 


[    237    3 

HYMN     238. 

True    AND   FALSE     ZEAL. 

1  *7  bal  is  that  pure  and  heav'nly  flame 
^  The  fire  oflove  fupplies  ; 

But  that  which  often  bears  the  name,* 
Is  felf  in  a  difguife. 

2  True  zeal  is  merciful  and  mild, 

Can  pity  and  forbear  : 
The  falfe  is  headftrong,  fierce  and  wild, 
And  breaths  revenge  and  war. 

3  While  zeal  for  truth  the  chriftian  warms, 

He  knows  the  wrorth  of  peace  ; 
But  felf  contends  for  names  and  form*, 
Its  party  to  increafe. 

4  Zeal  has  attain9*)  ::c  higheft  aim, 

Its  wifli  is  fatisfy'd, 
If  finners  love  the  Saviour's  name, 
Nor  feeks  it  oua;ht  befide. 

5  But  felf,  however  well  employ'd, 

Has  its  own  ends  in  view  : 
And  fays,  as  boaiting  Jehu  cry'd  ; 
"  Come  fee  what  I  can  do  !" 

6  Self  may  its  poor  reward  obtain, 

And  be  applauded  here  5 
But  zeal  the  beft  apphufe  will  gain 
When  Jesus  fhall  appear. ' 


j>38  HYMN     239. 

7  Dear  Lord  !  the  idol  felf  dethrone, 
And  from  our  hearts  remove  •, 
And  let  no  zeal  by  us  be  fhewn, 
But  that  which  fprings  from  lorn 


HYMN     239; 
Look  1  n.g  to  J  e  sus, 

TTow  glorious  the  Lamb 
-*  -*-  Is  f^n  on  the  throne  ! 
His  labours  are  o'er, 

His  conquefts  are  won. 
A  kingdom  is  giv'n 

Into  the  Lamb's  hand, 
In  earth,  and  in  heav'n, 

For  ever  to  fland. 

Ye  finners  below 

Then  truft  in  the  Lord  -, 
Look  up  to  his  arm, 

His  honour,  his  word  •, 
Athirft  for  his  favour, 

His  godhead  adore  ; 
Look  up  to  your  Saviour, 

And  joy  evermore ! 


[    239    ^ 

HYMN     240.         Grace, 

1  T3  ICH  grace,  free  grace  moft  fweetly 
^  calls, 

Directly  come  who  will  -> 
Juft  as  you  are,  for  Christ  receives 
Poor  helplefs  finners  ftill. 

2  'Tis  grace  each  day  that  feeds  our  fouls  j 

Grace  keeps  us  inly  poor  ; 
And,  O  !  that  nothing  elfe  but  grace 
May  rule  for  evermore  ! 

HYMN     241. 

1  If"  O  !  to  the  hills  I  lift  my  eyes^ 
-^  Thy  promis'd  help  I  claim  5 
Father  of  mercies,  glorify 

The  holy  Jesu's  name. 

2  Salvation  in  that  name  is  found, 

Balm  of  my  grief  and  care  ; 
A  med'cine  for  my  ev'ry  wound3 
All,  all  I  want  is  there. 


HYMN 


242. 


1   C  Till,  O  Lord,  our  faith  increafej 
^  Cleanfe  from  all  unrighteoufnefs  j 
Thee,  th'  unholy  cannot  fee, 
Make,  O  make  us  meet  for  thee  \ 


240  HYMN     243. 

Ev'ry  vile  affeftion  kill, 
Free  our  fouls  from  ev'ry  ill  -, 
Conquer  ev'ry  reigning  fin, 
Write  thy  law  of  love  within. 

2  Hence  may  all  our  attions  flow, 
Love  the  proof  that  Christ  we  know, 
Mutual  love  the  token  be, 
Lord,  that  we  belong  to  thee  ! 
Love,  thine  image,  love  impart, 
Stamp  it  on  each  face  and  heart  ^ 
Only  love  to  us  be  giv'n, 
Lord,  we  afk  no  other  heav'n* 


HYMN     243. 
The  faithfulness  of  God  relied  on/ 

1  ^\urGod!  how  firm  his  promife  ftands, 
*^  E*v'n  when  he  hides  his  face  ! 

He  trufts  in  our  redeemer's  hands 
His  glory  and  his  grace. 

2  Then  why,  my  foul,  thefe  fad  complaint?, 

Since  Christ  and  we  are  one  ? 
Our  God  is  faithful  to  his  faints, 
Is  faithful  to  his  Son. 

3  Beneath  his  fmiles  my  heart  has  liv'd, 

And  part  of  heav'n  poflefs'd  ; 
Pll  praife  him  for  his  grace  received, 
And  truft  him  for  the  reft. 

o  HYMN 
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HYMN     2440 

Christ's    intercession. 

Hebrews  vii.   25. 

A    Dawn  of  hope  my  foul  revives, 
-**■  And  baniihes  defpair  •, 
If  yet  for  me  Immanuel  lives 
To  plead  his  potent  pray'n 

Difpel  then,  Lord,  thefe  fhades  of  night. 

My  fulleh  doubts  remove ; 
O  fend  a  ray  of  heav'nly  light, 

And  lead  me  to  tiff  love. 

HYMN     245- 
Law  and  gospel, 

HP  H  E  law  commands  and  makes  us 
*  know 

What  duties  to  our  God  we  owe ; 
But  'tis  the  gofpel  muft  reveal 
Where  lies  our  ftrength  to  do  his  will, 

The  law  difcovers  guilt  and  fin, 
Andfhews  how  vile  our  hearts  have  been  j 
Only  the  gofpel  can  exprefs 
Forgiving  love*  and  cleanfing  grace. 

M 
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HYMN     246. 
The    saints    deliverance 

A  T    D  E  A  T  H.       R  E  V.  Xxi.  4. 

i   /^hrist's  own  loft  hand  fhall  wipe  the 
^  tears 

From  ev'ry  weeping  eye  •, 
And  pains,  and  groans,  and  griefs,  and 
fears, 
And  death  itfelf  ihall  die. 

2  How  long,  dear  Saviour,  O  how  long, 
Shall  this  bright  hour  delay  ? 
Fly  fwiftly  round,  ye  wheels  of  time, 
And  bring  the  welcome  day. 

HYMN     247. 
The  saint's  safety  in  God. 

1  T-Je  that  has  made  his  refuge  God, 
-*  *-  Shall  find  a  mod  fecure  abode  •, 
Shall  walk  all  day  beneath  his  fhade, 
And  there  at  night  fhall  reft  his  head. 

2  Thrice  happy  man,  thy  maker's  care 
Shall  keep  thee  from  the  fowler's  fnare  \ 
Satan  the  fowler,  who  betrays 
Unguarded  fouls  a  thoufand  ways. 

3 


H  Y  M  N     248.  243 

What  tho*  athoufand  at  thy  fide, 
At  thy  right  hand  a  thoufand  dy'd, 
Thy  God  his  cholen  people  laves 
Amongft  the  dead,  amidit  the  graves, 

HYMN     248. 

'  I    r<>  UT    DEVOTED    TO    Go  D. 

^   j  Job,  my  King,  thy  various  praife 
Shall  till  the  remnant  of  my  days  ; 
Thy  grace  employ  my  humble  tongue, 
Till  death  and  glory  raife  the  fong. 

2   The  wings  of  ev'ry  hour  Hi  all  bear 
Some  thankful  tribute  to  thine  ear  ^ 
And  ev'ry  letting  ftin  fhall  fee 
New  works  of  duty  done  for  thee. 

j  But  who  can  fpeak  thy  wond'rous  deeds  ? 
Thy  greatnefs  all  our  thoughts  exceeds  > 
Y  aft  and  unfearchable  thy  ways, 
Vaft  and  immortal  be  thy  praife. 

H  Y  M  N     249. 

T  H  E    E  V  E  R  L  A  S  T  I  NT  G      COVENANT. 

2  S  a  M.  xxiii.  5. 

1   '  Thy  word,  O  God,  fupports  my  faith, 
From  thence  my  hope  doth  lpring-, 
Founded  alone  on  what  God  faith, 
My  foul,  adore  and  fmg. 
m   2 


244  HYMN    250. 

2  Thy  word  is  truth*  thy  promife  fure> 
Hence  faith  and  hope  abide  : 
My  foul  in  fafety  fhall  endure  ; 
Nought  can  from  Christ  divide. 


HYMN    2CC-       TO    THE    TRINITY 

1  T>  Lefs'd  be  the  Father,  and  his  love$ 
'■"■^  To  whofe  celeftial  fource  we  owe 
Rivers  of  endlefs  joy  above, 

And  rills  of  comfort  here  below. 

2  Glory  to  thee,  great  Son  of  God, 

From  whole  dear  wounded  body  rolls 
A  precious  ftream  of  vital  blood, 
Pardon  and  life  for  dying  fouls. 

3  We  give  thee,  sacred  Spirit,  praife,- 

Who  in  our  hearts  of  fin  and  woe 
Mak'ft  living  fprings  of  grace  arife, 
And  into  endlefs  glory  flow. 


HYMN     251. 

Comfort    for    mourners. 


I  TITHere  are  the  mourners,  fays  the 
*  *  Lord, 

That  wait  and  trembJe  at  my  word  ? 
That  walk  in  darknefs  all  the  day  ? 
Come  make  my  name  your  truft  and  flay. 


HYMN     252.  245 

2  The  fofteft  couch  that  nature  knows, 
Can  give  the  confcience  no  repofe  : 
Look  to  my  righteouihefs  and  live  ^ 
Comfort  and  peace  are  mine  to  give* 

HYMN     252. 
Growth  in  grace. 

1  T   ord,  'tis  a  pleafant  thing  to  (land 
-^   In  gardens  planted  by  thy  hand  -y 
Let  me  v/ithin  thy  courts  be  feen, 
Like  a  young  cedar  frefli  and  green. 

2  There  grow  thy  faints  in  faith  and  love, 
Bleft  with  thy  influence  from  above  5 
Time,  that  does  all  things  elfe  impair, 
Still  makes  them  flourifh  ftron?  and  fair. 

3  Laden  with  fruits  of  age,  they  fhew 
The  Lord  is  holy,  juft  and  true  : 
None  that  attend  his  gates,  fhall  find 
A  God  unfaithful,  or  unkind. 


HYMN     2  C  3  •         Free  grace. 

1  T  XTHY  was  I  made  to  hear  thy  voice, 
*  *      And  enter  while  there's  room  ; 
When  thoufands  make  a  wretched  choice, 
Ajid  rather  ftarve  than  come  ? 

u  2 


246  HYMN     254. 

2  'Twas  the  fame  love  that  made  the  feaft, 
That  iweetly  forc'd  us  in  •, 
Eife  we  had  ftill  refus'd  to  tafte, 
And  perifh'd  in  our  fin. 

HYMN     254. 

COMPLEATNESS    IN    CHRIST. 

1  T-Tad  I  ten  thoufand  gifts  befide^ 

*  -*   I'd  cleave  to  Jesus  crucify'd, 
And  build  on  him  alone : 

For  no  foundation  is  there  giv'n 
On  which  I'd  place  my  hopes  of  heav'n. 
But  Christ  the  corner- ftone. 

2  Poflefling  Christ,  I  all  poflefs ; 
Wifdom,  and  ftrength,and  righteoufnefs, 

And  fan&ity  complete  : 
Bold  in  his  name  I  dare  draw  nigh, 
Before  the  ruler  of  the  fky, 

And  all  his  juftice  meet. 

H  Y  M  N     2^C-        The  paradox. 

1    X_Fow  (trance  is  the  courfe  that  a  chrii- 

*  *■         tian  mull  fleer  ? 

How  perplext  is  the  path  he  muft  treads 

The  hope  of  his  happinefs  riles  from  fear, 

And  his  life  he  receives  from  the  dead. 


HYMN     256.  247 

2  His  faireft  pretenfions  mull  wholly  be 

wav'd  •, 
And  his  beft  refolutions  be  croft  ; 
Nor  can  he  expeft  to  be  perfe&ly  fav'd, 
Till  he  find  himfelf  utterly  loft. 

3  When  all  this  is  done,  and  his  heart  is 

afifur'd 
Of  the  total  remifticn  of  fins  5 
When  his  pardon  is  fign'd,  and  his  peace 

is  procur'd, 
From  that  moment  his  conflict  begins. 

HYMN     256. 

To    THE    HOLY    GHOST. 

1  Pome,  Holy  Ghuft,  fet  to  thy  feal, 
^^   Thine  inward  witnefs  give, 
And  to  my  inmoft  foul  reveal 

The  death  by  which  I  live. 

2  Give  me  to  underftand  that  found, 

Vv  hi  ch.  told  his  mortal  pain, 
Tore  up  the  graves,  and  rent  the  ground, 
And  broke  the  rocks  in  twain, 

3  Repeat  my  dying  Saviour's  cry 

Unto  my  heart  fo  loud, 
That  my  whole  foul  may  now  repjj 
M  This  was  the  Son  of  God/' 


[     248     ] 

HYMN     257, 
Desiring  communion   with  Go®, 

1  A/T Y  riling  foul  with  ftrong  defires 
-***-*  To  perfeft  happinefs  afpires  -, 
With  fteady  fteps  wou'd  tread  the  road 
That  leads  to  heav'n,  that  leads  to  God. 

2  I  thirft  to  drink  unmingled  love 
From  the  pure  fountain-head  above  * 
My  deareit  Lord,  I  long  to  be 
Empty'd  of  fin,  and  full  of  thee. 

3  For  thee  I  pant,  for  thee  I  burn  : 
Art  thou  withdrawn  ?  Again  return  ; 
Nor  let  me  be  the  firft  to  fay, 

Thou  wilt  not  hear  when  finners  pray. 

HYMN     258. 

Self-examination. 

1  'T'hy  piercing  eye,  O  God,  furveys 

The  various  windings  of  my  ways  ; 
Teach  me  their  tendency  to  know, 
And  try  the  paths,  in  which  I  go. 

2  How  wild,  how  crooked  have  they  been  ? 
A  maze  of  foolifhnefs  and  fin  ! 

With  alkthe  light  I  vainly  boaft, 
Leaving  my  guide,  my  foul  is  loft, 


HYMN    259--  249 

O  turn  me  back   to  thee  again  ! 
Or  I  (hall  fearch  my  ways  in  vain  : 
Do  thou  the  path  of  life  reveal, 
And  lead  me  up  to  Zion's  hill. 


H< 


HYMN     259-       Heb.  vi.  17 — 19, 

'OW  oft  have  fin  and  Satan  ftrove 
To  rend  my  foul  from  thee,  my  God  ? 
But  everlailing  is  thy  love, 
And  Jesus  feals  it  with  his  blood. 

2  Amidft  temptations  fharp  and  long, 
My  foul  to  this  dear  refuge  flies  -, 
Hope  is  my  anchor  firm  and  ftrong, 
"While  tempefls  blow,  and  billows  rife, 

3  The  gofpel  bears  my  fpirits  up  ; 
A  faithful,  and  unchanging  God 
Lays  the  foundation  for  ray  hope, 
In  oaths,  and  promifes,  and  blood. 

HYMN     260. 

1  r^  lory  be  to  God  on  high,  Hallelujah. 
^^     God,  whofe  glory  fills  the  fky  i 
Peace  on  earth  to  man  forgiv'n, 

Man,  the  well-belov'd  of  heav'n. 

2  Sov'reign  Father,  heav'nly  King,     Hai 
Thee  we  now  prefume  to  fing  -, 

Glad  thine  attributes  confefs, 
Giorious  all,  and  numberlefsv 
m  5 


250  HYMN     26l. 

3  Hail,  by  all  thy  works  ador'd,  HaL 

Hail,  the  everlafting  Lord  9 
Thee,  with  thankful  hearts  we  prove, 
Lord  of  pow'r,  and  God  of  love ! 

HYMN     261.         John  xiii.  1. 

1  'TPhis  God  is  the  God  we  adore, 

Our  faithful,  unchangeable  friend  9 
Whofe  love  is  as  great  as  his  pow'r, 
And  neither  knows  meafure  nor  end. 

2  'Tis  Jesus,  the  firft  and  the  laft, 

Whofe  Spirit  fnall  guide  us  fafe  home^ 
We'll  praiie  him  for  all  that  is  paft, 
And  truft  him  for  all  that's  to  come. 

HYMr  262- 

A    BLESSED    GOSPEL. 

i    T^Lefc  are  the  fouls  that  hear  and  know 
-*-*  The  gofpel's  joyful  found  •, 
Peace  (hall  attend  the  path  they  go, 
And  light  their  fteps  furround. 

t  Their  joy  Ihall  bear  their  fpirits  up, 
Thro5  their  redeemer's  name ; 
His  righteoufnefs  exalts  their  hope. 
Nor  Satan  dares  condemn, 


HYMN     263.  251 

3-  The  Lord  cur  glory  and  defence, 
Strength,  and  falvation  gives  •, 
Ifrael,  thy  King  for  ever  reigns, 
Thy  God  for  ever  lives. 


HYMN     26;. 

Human    weakness  an  tr 
Chr  i  s  t's.  strength. 

1  T   et  me  but  hear  my  Saviour  fay, 

■*-*  "  Strength  fhall  be  equal  to  thy  day-," 
Then  I  rejoice  in  deep  diftrefs, 
Leaning  on  all-fufficient  grace.. 

2  I  glory  in  infirmity, 

That  Christ's  own  pow'r  may  reft  on  me; 
When  I  am  weak,  then  am  I  ftrong, 
Grace  is  my  Ihield,  and  Christ  my  fong. 


HYMN     264.        Job  v.    19. 

VS^hv  fliou'd  I  doubt  his  love  at  laft, 
With  anxious  thoughts  perplext  ? 
Who  fav'd  me  in' the  troubles  paft, 

Will  fave  me  in  the  next : 
Will  fave,  till  at  my  lateft  hour, 

With  more  than  conqueft  bleit, 
1  foar  beyond  temptation's  pow'rv 

To  my  redeemer's  bread, 


HYMN     2&c 

Desiring    Chris 


i   Pome,  O  thou  univerfal  good  ! 
^   Balm  of  the  wounded  conference, 

come ! 
The  hungry,  dying  fpirit's  food  ; 
The  weary,  wand'ring  pilgrim's  home  j 
Haven  to  take  the  fhipwreck'd  in, 
My  everlaiting  reft  from  fin  ! 

i  Come,  O  my  comfort  and  delight  ! 
My  flrength,  and  health,  and  fhield,  and 

fun ; 
My  boaft,  my  confidence,  and  might, 
My  joy,  my  glory,  and  my  crown; 
My  gofpel-hope,  my  calling's  prize, 
My  tree  of  life,  my  paradife, 

HYMN     266.         Salvation. 

Salvation  !  O  the  joyful  found  ! 
What  pieafare  to  our  ears  ! 
A  fov'reign  balm  for  ev'ry  wound, 
A  cordial  for  our  fears. 

1  Salvation  !  let  the  echo  fly 
The  fpacious  earth  around, 
While  all*the  armies  of  the  fky 
Confpire  to  raife  the  found  ! 
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3  Salvation  !  O  thou  bleeding  Lamb  ! 
To  thee  the  praife  belongs  : 
Salvation  fhall  inipire  our  hearts, 
And  dwell  upon  our  tongues. 

HYMN     267. 

Every  creature  at  God's  commanet. 

1  J7  lijah's  example  declares, 

-*~*  Whatever  diftrefs  may  betide, 
The  faints  may  commit  all  their  cares 

To  him  who  will  always  provide. 
When  rain  long  withheld  from  the  earth 

Occafion'd  a  famine  of  bread, 
The  prophet,  iecur'd  from  the  dearth, 

By  ravens  was  conftantlyfed. 

2  More  likely  to  rob  than  to  feed, 

Were  ravens  who  live  upon  prey ; 
But  where  the  Lord's  people  have  need, 

His  goodnefs  will  find  out  a  way. 
This  inftance,  to  thofe  may  feem  ftrange, 

Who  know  not  how  faith  can  prevail  j 
But  fooner  all  nature  fhall  change, 

Than  one  of  God's  promifes  fail. 

3  Nor  is  it  a  fingulajr  cafe  ; 

The  wonder  is  often  renew'd  ; 
And  many  may  fay  to  God's  praife, 
By  ravens  he  fendeth  them  food, 
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Thus  worldlings,  tho*  ravens  indeed, 

Tho*  greedy  and  felfifh  their  mind, 
If  God  has  a  iervant  to  feed, 

Againft  their  own  wills  can  be  kind, 

4  Thus  Satan,  the  raven  unclean, 

That  croaks  in  the  ears  of  the  faints, 
O'errul'd  by  a  power  unfeen, 

Adminifters  oft  to  their  wants : 
God  teaches  th^m  how  to  find  food 

From  all  the  temptations  they  feel  : 
This  raven  who  thirds  for  my  blood,. 

Has  help'd  me  to  many  a  meal. 

5  How  fafe  and  how  happy  are  they 

Who  on  the  good  Shepherd  rely  ! 
He'll  give  them  out  ftrength  for  their  day, 

Their  wants  he  will  furely  fuppiy. 
He  ravens  and  lions  can  tame  -y 

All  creatures  obey  his  command: 
Then  let  me  rejoice  in  his  name, 

And  leave  all  my  cares  in  his  hand,. 

HYMN    268* 
Vanity  of  the  world. 

1   f^  OD  gives  his  mercies  to  be  fpenr, 
^^Your  hoard  will  do  your  foul  no  good  5 
Gold  is  a  blefllng  only  lent, 
Repaid  by  giving  others  food. 
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2  The  worlds  eftecm  is  but  a  bribe  : 

To  buy  their  peaceyou'll  itllyour  own> 
The  Hive  of  a  vainglorious  tribe, 

Who   hate  ycu  while  they  make  you 
known. 

3  The  joy  that  vain  amufements.  give, 

O  fad  conclufion  that  it  brings  -y 
The  honey  of  a  crouckd  hive, 
Defended  by  a  thouiand  filings. 

4.  'Tis  thus  the  world  rewards  the  fools 
That  live  upon  her  treach'rous  fmiles  •> 
She  leads  them  blindfold  by  her  rules, 
And  ruins  all  whom  fhe  beguiles. 

5  God  know3  the  thdu-fands  who  go  down 

From  pfeafure  into  endlefs  woe  : 
They  give  a  long  defpairing  groan, 
And  dread  their  Maker  as  they  go, 

6  O  fearful  thought !   be  timely  wife, 

Delight  but  in  a  Saviour's  charms, 
And  God  (hall  take  you  to  the  ikies, 
Embrae'd  in  everlafting  arms, 

HYMN     269. 

1   /^ome,  guilty  fouls,  and  flee  away,, 
^  Like  doves,  to  Jesu's  wounds  ^ 
This  is  the  welcome  gofpel-day, 
Wherein  free  grace  apound 
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2  God  lov'd  the  world,  and  gave  his  Son 
To  drink  the  cup  of  wrath  \ 
And  Jesus  fays  he'll  call  out  none 
That  come  to  him  by  faith. 

HYMN     270. 
Self-ac  qju  aintance, 

1  'PVear  Lord,  accept  a  finful  heart 

*^*  Which  of  itfelf"  complains, 
And  mourns  with  much  &  frequent  fmart, 
The  evil  it  contains. 

2  Thofe  fiery  feeds  of  anger  lurk, 

That  often  hurt  my  frame, 
And  wait  but  for  the  tempter's  work 
To  fan  them  to  a  flame. 

3  Legality  holds  out  a  bribe 

To  purchafe  life  from  thee, 
And  difcontent  would  fain  prefcribe 
How  thou  fhaltideal  with  me. 

4  While  unbelief  withftands  thy  grace, 

And  puts  the  mercy  by, 
Prefumption  with  a  brow  of  brafs 
Says,  Give  me,  or  I  die. 

5  How  eager  are  my  thoughts  to  roam 

In  queft  of  what  they  love  ! 
But' ah  !  when  duty  calls  them  home, 
How  heavily  they  move  ? 
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6  O  cleanfe  me  in  a  Saviour's  blood, 
Transform  me  by  thy  power, 
And  make  me  thy  belov'd  abode, 
And  let  me  rove  no  more. 

HYMN     271. 
The  christian  soldier's  uniform 

1  TT\ress  uniform  the  foldiers  wear 
-*^  When  duty  calls  abroad  •, 
Not  purchased  at  their  coft  or  care, 

But  by  the  Prince  beftow'd. 

2  Christ's  foldiers  too,  if  chrifl-like  bred, 

Have  regimental  drefs  ; 
'Tis  linen  white,  and  fac'd  with  red* 
'Tis  Christ's  own  righteoufhefs* 

3  A  rich  and  fightly  robe  it  is, 

And  to  the  foldier  dear  ; 
No  rofe  can  learn  to  blufh  like  this, 
Nor  lily  look  fo  fair. 

4  'Tis  wrought  by  Jesu's  fkilful  hand, 

And  ting'd  with  his  own  blood  \ 
It  makes  the  cherubs  crazing;  (land 
To  view  this  robe  of  God. 

5  No  art  of  man  can  weave  this  robe, 

'Tis  of  fuch  texture  fine  ; 
Nor  could  the  wealth  of  all  the  globe 
By  purchafe  make  it  mine. 
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6  'Tis  of  one  piece,  and  wove  throughout  % 

So  curious  wove,  that  none 
Can  drefs  up  in  this  feamlefs  coat, 
Till  Jesus  put  it  on. 

7  This  vefturc  never  waxeth  old, 

No  fpot  thereon  can  fall  •, 
It  makes  a  foldier  brifk  and  bold, 
And  dutiful  withal. 

8  This  robe  put  on  me,  Lord,  each  day, 

And  it  fhall  hide  my  fhame  •, 
Shall  make  me  fight,  and  fing,  and  pray, 
And  blefs  my  Captain's  name. 


HYMN 


272. 


/"^  on  firm  the  hope  thy  word  allows,. 
^  Beheld  us  waiting  to  be  fed, 
Blefs  the  provifion  of  thy  houfe, 
And  fatisfy  thy  poor  with  bread. 

Drawn  by  thy  invitation,  Lord, 
Athirft  and  hungry  we  are  come. : 

Now  from  the  fulnefs  of  thy  word, 
Fealt  us,  and  fend  us  thankful  home. 

HYMN     273- 

Light  shining  out  of  darkness. 

f^  OD  moves  in  a  myfterious  way, 
*^*   His  wonders  to  perform  ; 
He  plants  his  footfteps  in  the  fea, 
And  rides  upon  the  ftorm. 
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Deep  in  unfathomable  mines 

Of  never-failing  (kill, 
He  treafures  up  his  bright  defigns, 

And  works  his  fov'reign  will. 


*D* 


3  Ye  fearful  faints,  frefh  courage  take  ; 

The  clouds  ye  Jo  much  dread 
Are  big  with  mercy,  and  fhall  break 
In  blefiings  on  your  head. 

4  Jl1c^ge  not  t^e  Lord  by  feeble  fenfty 

But  truft  him  for  his  grace  ; 
Behind  a  frowning  providence 
He  hides  a  fmiling  face. 

5  His  purpofes  will  ripen  faft-, 

Unfolding  every  hour^ 
The  bud  may  have  a  bitter  tafte. 
But  fweet  will  be  the  flower. 

6  Blind  unbelief  is  fure  to  err, 

And  fcan  his  work  in  vain  : 
God  is  his  own  interpreter, 
And  he  will  make  it  plain. 

HYMN     27A.         Moon  light. 


T^h 
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e  moon  has  but  a  borrow'd  light. 
A  faint  and  feeble  ray  : 


She  owes  her  beauty  to  the  night, 
And  hides  herfelf  by  day. 
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%  No  chearing  warmth  her  beam  conveys, 
Tho5  pleafing  to  behold  : 
We  might  upon  her  brightnefs  gaze 
Till  we  were  ftarv'd  with  cold, 

3  Juft  fuch  is  all  the  light  to  man 

Which  reafon  can  impart  •, 

It  cannot  fhew  one  objedt  plain, 

Nor  warm  the  frozen  heart. 

4  Thus  moonlight-views  of  truth  divine 

To  many  fatal  prove  ; 
For  what  avails  in  gifts  to  Ihine, 
Without  a  fpark  of  love  ? 

5  The  gofpel,  like  the  fun  at  noon, 

Affords  a  glorious  light  : 
Then  human  reafon's  boafted  moo* 
Appears  no  longer  bright. 

6  And  grace,  not  only  light  beftows, 

But  adds  a  quick'ning  pow'r  ; 
The  defert  bloflbms  like  the  rofe, 
And  fin  prevails  no  more. 

HYMN     275. 
Comfort  for  weak  believers* 

1  "VT'E  lambs  of  Christ's  fold, 
-*-     Ye  weaklings  in  faith, 
Who  long  to  lay  hold 
On  life  by  his  death  ; 
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Who  fain  wou'd  believe  him, 

And  in  your  beft  room 
Wou'd  gladly  receive  him> 

But  fear  to  prefume. 

Remember  one  thing, 

(O  may  it  fink  deep) 
Our  Shepherd  and  King 

Cares  much  for  his  fheep. 
To  truft  him  endeavour  ; 

The  work  is  his  own  : 
He  makes  the  believer, 

And  gives  him  his  crown, 

Thofe  feeble  defires, 

Thofe  wifhes  fo  weak, 
*Tis  Jesus  infpires, 

And  bids  you  (till  feek> 
His  Spirit  will  cherifh 

The  life  he  firft  gave  : 
You  never  fhall  perifh, 

If  Jesus  can  fave. 

The  lambs  are  preferv'd, 

Tho'  helplefs  in   kind ; 
When  lions  are  ftarv'd, 

They  nourifhment  find  : 
Their  Shepherd  upholds  them,; 

When  faint,  in  his  arms  j 
And  feeds  them  and  folds  them, 

And  guards  them  from  harms. 
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5  Bleft  foul,  that  can  fay, 

"  Christ  only  I  feek  •," 
Wait  for  him  alway, 

Be  conftant,  tho'  weak  : 
The  Lord  whom  thou  feekeit 

Will  not  tarry  long  ^ 
And  to  him  the  weakeft 

Ls  dear  as  the  flrong. 

HYMN     276. 

The  word  of  God   more  frecioos 

than  go  l  d. 

i    T)recious  Bible  !   what  atreafure 
-*■     Does  the  word  of  God  afford  ? 

All  I  want  for  life  or  pleafure, 

Food  &  med'cine,  shield  &  sword. 
Let  the  world  account  me  poor, 
Having  this  I  need  no  more. 

2  Food  to  which  the  world's  a  flranger, 

Here  my  hungry  foul  enjoys  j 
Of  excefs  there  is  no  danger, 

Tho*  it  fills,  it  never  cloys. 
On  a  dying  Christ  I  feed, 
Here  is  meat  and  drink  indeed. 

3  When  my  faith  is  faint  and  fickly, 

Or  when  Satan  wounds  my  mind, 
Cordials  to  revive  me  quickly, 

Healing  med'cines  here  I  find  : 
To  the  promifes  I  flee, 
Each  affords  a  remedy. 
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In  the  hour  of  dark  temptation 
Satan  cannot  make  me  yield  ; 

For  the  word  of  confolation 
Is  to  me  a  mighty  shield. 

While  the  fcripture-truths  endure, 

From  his  pow'r  I'm  fecure. 

Vain  his  threats  to  overcome  me, 
W^ji  I  take  the  Spiiit's  sword, 

Then  41th  eafe  I  drive  him  from  me, 
Satan  trembles  at  the  word : 

5Tis  a  fv/ord  for  conqueft  made, 

Keen  the  edge,  and  (harp  the  blade, 

Shall  I  envy  then  the  mifer 
Doating  on  his  golden  ftore  ? 

Sure  I  am,  or  ftiou'd  bewifer  5 
I  am  rich,  'tis  he  is  poor. 

Jesus  gives  me  in  his  word 

Food  and  med'cine,  fhield  and  fword. 


HYMN     277-      At  dismission, 

1  T^i smifs  us  with  thy  bleffing,  Lord  ; 
-*~^   Help  us  to  feed  upon  thy  word  \ 
All  that  has  been  amifs,  forgive, 
And  let  thy  truth  within  us  live. 

2  Tho'  we  are  guilty,  thou  art  good  ; 
Wafh  all  our  works  in  Je  sir's  blood  5 
Give  ev'ry  fetter'd  foul  releafe, 
And  bid  us  all  depart  in  peace. 
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HYMN     278-      Another 

i    JESUS,  knit  all  our  hearts  to  thee ; 

•J    And  join  us  all  in  one  •, 

In  our  affemblies,  ev'ry  where, 

Be  thou  our  aim  alone. 

Jft 

i  Reign  thou  fole  monarch  of  otlr  hearts  \ 

Snd  we,  as  firiners,  lie 
Before  the  feet  of  thee,  ourXoRD, 
To  all  eternity. 

HYMN    279-         Another, 

i   T^ather,  before  we  hence  depart 
-*•     Send  thy  good  Spirit  down  ^ 
Let  him  refide  in  ev'ry  heart, 
And  blefs  the  feed  that's  fown, 

2  Thou  fountain  of  eternal  love, 
Who  gav'ft  thy  Son  to  die  -y 

0  let  thy  Spirit  from  above, 
Enlighten  and  apply. 

HYMN     280-         Another. 

1  /^\nce  more  before  we  part 

^-^  We'll  blefs  the  Saviour's  Name } 
Record  his  mercies  ev'ry  heart, 
Sing  ev'ry  tongue  the  fame. 

2  2  Heard 
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i  Hoard  up  his  facred  word, 
And  feed  thereon,  and  grow  ; 

Goon  to  feek  to  know  the  Lord, 
Andpractife  what  you  know. 

H  Y  M  N     281. 
At    the    sacrament, 


invites 


1  T^his  day  the  Lord  of  hofls 

-*     Unto  a  coftly  feaft ; 
I  wou'd  take  care,  and  well  prepare 
To  be   a  welcome  gueih 

2  Awake,  repentance,  faith,  and  love  ; 

Awake,  O  ev'ry  grace  5 
To  meet  your  Lord,  with  one  accord, 
In  his  moil  holy  place*. 

3  Worldly  diftradicn,  flay  behind, 

Below  the  mount  abide  ; 
Caufe  no  difturbance  in  my  mind, 
To  make  my  Saviour  chide. 

4  O  come,  my  Lord,  the  time  draws  nigh 

That  I  am.  to  receive  -y 
Stand  with  my  pardon  fealed  by, 
Perluade  me  to  believe. 

5  Let  not  my  Jesus  now  be  ftrange, 

Nor  hide  him  it  If  from  me  •, 
But  caufe  thy  face  to'fhine  upon 
The  foul  that  longs  for  thee. 
N 
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6  Come,  blefled  Spirit,  from  above, 

My  foul  do  thou  infpire, 
T'  approach  the  table  of  the  Lord 
With  fulnefs  of  defire. 

7  O  let  our  entertainment  now 

Be  fo  exceeding  fweet, 
That  we  may  long  to  come  again, 
And  at  thine  altar  meet. 


HYMN     282. 

For  the  love  of  Christ. 


/^OME,deareft  LoRD,defcend,  and  dwell 
^  By  faith  and  love  in  ev'ry  breaft  ! 
Then  fhall»we  know,  and  tafte,  and  feel, 
The  joys  that  cannot  be  exprefs'd. 

Come  fill  our  hearts  with  inward  ftrength^ 

Make  our  enlarged  fouls  poflefs, 

And  learn  the  height,  and  breadth,  and 

length 
Of  thine  unmeafurable  grace. 

Now  to  the  God  whofe  pow'r  can  do 
More  than  our  thoughts  and  wifhes  know, 
Be  everlafting  honours  done, 
By  all  the  church,  thro'  Christ  the  Son. 


[    267    ] 

HYMN     283. 
Pleading    Christ. 

1  T^ather,  God,  who  fee5 ft  in  me 
^     Only  fill  and  mifery, 

See  thine  own  anointed  One, 
Look  on  thy  beloved  Son. 

2  Turn  from  me  thy  glorious  eyes, 
To  that  bloody  facrifice  ; 

To  that  full  atonement  rnade, 
To  that  utmoft  ranfbm  paid. 

3  To  the  blood  that  fpeaks  above, 
Calls  for  thy  forgiving  love  ^ 
To  the  tokens  of  his  death, 
Here  exhibited  beneath. 

4  Hear  his  blood's  prevailing  cry, 
Let  thy  bowels  then  reply  ; 
Then  thro'  him  the  finner  fee  •, 
Then  rn  Jesus  look  on  me ! 

HYMN     284-        To  Christ. 

amb  of  God,  for  whom  we  languifh, 
^  Make  thy   grief 

Our  relief, 
Eafe  us  by  thine  anguifh, 

N    2 
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2  O  our  agonizing  Saviour ! 

By  thy  pain 

Let  us  gain 

God's  eternal  favour. 

3  In  thine  own  appointment  blefs  us; 

Meet  us  here 
Now  appear 
Out  Almighty  Jesus  ! 

4  Let  the  ordinance  be  fealing  -, 

Enter  now, 
Claim   us   thou 
For  thy  conftant  dwelling. 

5  Fill  the  heart  of  each  believer  ; 

We  are  thine, 
Love  divine 
Reisn  in  u&.  for  ever. 

HYMN     285. 
Assurance    of    pardox. 

1  T   ORD,  how  divine  thy  comforts  are  ! 
-*-*  How  heav'nly  is  the  place 
Where  Jesus  fpreads  the  facred  feaft 

Of  his  redeeming  grace  ? 

2  "  Here"  (fays  the  kind  redeeming  Lord, 

And  ftiews  his  wounded  fide) 
"  See  here  the  fpring  of  all  your  joys, 
"  That  open'd  when  I  dy'd." 
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3  He  fmiles,  and  chears  my  mournful  heart, 

And  tells  of  all  his  pain  ; 
"  All  this,  fays  he,  I  bore  for  thee," 
And  then  he  fmiles  again. 

4  What  fhall  we  pay  our  heav'nly  King, 

For  grace  fo  vaft  as  this  ? 
He  brings  our  pardon  to  our  eyes, 
And  Teals  it  with  a  kifs. 

5  Let  fuch  amazing  loves  as  thefe 

Be  founded  all  abrcflad, 
Such  favours  are  beyond  degrees, 
And  worthy  of  a  God, 

6  To  him,  that  wafh'd  us  in  his  blood 

Be  everlafting  praife, 
Salvation,  honour,  glory;  pow'r, 
Eternal  as  his  days. 


HYMN     286^ 

1  TESU,  dear  redeeming  Lord, 
J    Magnify  thy  dying  word  •, 
In  thine  ordinance  appear, 
Come  and  meet  thy  followers liere. 

2  In  the  rite  thou  haft  enjoin'd, 
Let  us  now  our  Saviour  find  •, 
Drink  thy  blood  for  finners  flied, 
Tafte  thee  in  the  broken  bread. 

*   3 
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2  Thou  our  faithful  hearts  prepare, 
Thou  thy  pard'ning  grace  declare, 
Thou  that  haft  for  finners  dy'd, 
Shew  thyfelf  the  Crucify'd  ! 

4  All  the  guilt  of  fin  remove, 
Fiji  us  with  thy  heavenly  love, 
Stamp  us  with  the  ftamp  divine, 
Seal  us,  Lord,  for  ever  thine. 

HYMN     287. 
The  triumphal  feast. 

1  HPhe  Lord,  how  glorious  is  his  face! 

•**    How  kind  his  fmiles  appear  ! 
And  O  !  what  melting  words  he  fays, 
To  ev'ry  humble  ear  ! 

2  "  For  you,  the  children  of  my  love, 

"  It  was  for  you  I  dy'd  ; 
"  Behold  my  bleeding  hands  and  feet, 
"  And  look  into  my  fide. 

3  "  Thefe  are  the  wounds  for  you  I  bore, 

"  The  tokens  of  my  pains, 
"  When  I  came  down  to  free  your  fouls 
"  From  mifery  and  chains. 

4  "  Juftice  unfheath'd  its  fiery  fword, 

"  And  plung'd  it  in  my  heart  : 
"  Infinite  pangs  for  you  I  bore, 
"  And  mod  tormenting  fmart* 
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"  When  hell  and  all  its  fpiteful  pow'rs 
"  Stood  dreadful  in  my  way  ; 

"  To  refcue  thofe  dear  lives  of  yours, 
"  I  gave  my  own  away. 

"  But  while  I  bled,  &  groan'd,  &  dy*d, 

"  I  ruin'd  Satan's  throne  ; 
"  High  on  my  crofs  I  hung,  and  fpy'd 

l€  The  monfter  tumbling  down.5* 

Victorious  God  !   what  can  we  pay 

For  favours  fo  divine  ? 
Here,  Lord,  we  give  our  fouls  away, 

To  be  for  ever  thine. 


HYMN     288.         Isaiah    liii.  6- 

1  A  rise,  my  foul,  with  wonder  fee, 
•*■■*•  What  love  divine  for  thee  hath  done^ 
Behold  thy  forrow,  fin,  and  grief, 

Are  laid  on  God's  eternal  Son. 

2  See  !   from  his  head,  his  hands,  his  feet, 
Sorrow  and  love  flow  mingling  down  ; 
Did  e'er  fuch  love  with  forrow  meet, 
Or  thorns  compofe  lb  bright  a  crown  ? 

4  Were  the  whole  realm  of  nature  mine, 
That  were  a  prefent  far  too  imall  j 
Love  fo  amazing,  fo  divine, 
Demands  my  foul,  my  life,  my  all. 

N    4 
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t^  OD  of  all-redeeming  grace, 
^^   By  thy  pard'ning  love  compell'd, 
Up  to  thee  our  fouls  we  raife, 
Up  to  thee  our  bodies  yield. 

Thou  our  iacrifice  receive, 
Acceptable  thro'  thy  Son  ^ 
While  to  thee  alone  we  live, 
While  we  die  to  thee  alone. 

Juft  it  is,  and  good  and  right, 
That  we  fliou'd  be  wholly  thine, 
In  thine  only  will  delight, 
In  thy  bleffed  lervice  join. 

O  that  ev'ry  thought  and  word 
Might  proclaim  how  good  thou  art  5 
Holiness  xjnto  the  Lord, 
Still  be  written  on  our  heart ! 


HYMN 
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i   npoGEther  with  thefe  fymbols,  Lord, 
1     Thy  bleffed  felf  impart ; 
And  let  thy  very  flefh  and  blood 
Teed  the  believing  heart. 

2  Let  us  from  all  our  fins  be  wafhM 
In  thy  redeeming  blood  ; 
And  let  thy  Spirit  be  the  feal, 
That  we  a?e  ions  of  God. 
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Come,  holy  Ghoft,  with  Jesu's  love, 

Prepare  us  for  this  feaft  j 
And  let  us  banquet  with  our  Lorjj, 

And  lean  upon  his  bread. 


HYMN 
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A  ll  praife  to  the  Lord, 
^**  All  praife  is  his  due, 
To  day  is  his  word 

Of  promife  found   true  -, 
We,  we  are  the  nations 

Preiented   to   God  ; 
AVell-pleafing   oblations 

Thro'  Jesus's   blood. 

Poor  Gentiles  from   far 

To  Jesus  we  came, 
And  offer'd  we  are 

To  God  thro'  his  name  ; 
To  God  thro'  the  Spirit 

Ourfelves  do  we  give, 
And  fav'd  by  the  merit 

Of  Jesus   we  live. 


N  5 
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HYMN     292. 

:   /^ur  Shepherd  alone, 
^-^  The  Lord,  let  us  blefs  -y 
Who  fits  on  the  throne, 

The  Prince  of  our  peace ; 
Who  evermore  faves  us 

By  Ihedding  his  blood  ; 
All  hail,  holy  Jesus, 

Our  Lord,  and  our  God :J 

We  daily  will  fing 

Thy  merits  and  praiie. 
Thou  merciful  fpring 

Of  pity  and  grace : 
Thy  kindnefs  for  ever 

To  men  we  will  tell, 
And  fay  our  dear  Saviour 

Redeems  us  from  helL 

Preferve  us  in  love 

While  here  we  abide, 
Nor  ever  remove, 

Nor  cover,  nor  hide 
Thy  glorious  falvation. 

Till  joyful  we  fee 
The  beautiful  vifion 

Compleated  in  thed 
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HYMN     293. 

1  T^hou  very  pafchal  Lamb, 

Whole  blood  for  us  was  fhed, 
Thro'  whom  we  out  of  Egypt  came, 
Thy  ranfom'd  people  lead  ! 

2  Angel  of  gofpel-grace, 
Fulfil  thy  chara&er  •, 

To  guard  and  feed  thy  cnofen  race, 
In  IfraePs  camp  appear. 

3  Throughout  the  defert-way 
Conduct  us  by  thy  light  ! 

Be  thou  a  cooling  cloud  by  day, 
A  chearing  fire  by  night. 

4  Our  fainting  fouls  fuftain 
With  blefiings  from  above, 

And  ever  on  thy  people  rain 
The  manna  of  thy  love. 

HYMN     294. 

1  Tesus  invites  his  faints 

J  To  meet  around  his  board  ; 
Here  pardon'd  rebels  fit  and  hold 
Communion  with  their  Lord. 

2  For  food  he  giv^s  his  flefh  ; 
He  bids  us  drink  his  blood  ; 

Amazing  favour  !   matchlels  grace 
Of  our  defcending  God  ! 
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3  Let  all  our  pow'rs  be  join'd 
His  glorious  name  to  raile  ; 

Pleafure  and  love  fill  ev'ry  iftkid} 
And  ev'ry  voice  be  praife. 


HYMN 
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1  /~\  Jesus,  my  hope, 
^-^  For  men  offer'd  up, 

Who  with  clamour  purfu'd  thee 
Tm  Calvary's  top. 

2  The  blood  thou  haft  fhed, 
For  me  let  it  plead, 

And  declare  thou  haft  dy'd 
In  thy  murderers5  ftead. 

g  Thy  blood,  which  alone 

For  fin  cou'd  atone, 
For  the  infinite  evil 

I  madly  have  done  ^ 

4  That  only  can  feal 
My  pardon,  and  fill 

My  heart  with  a  pow'r 
Of  obeying  thy  will. 

5  Now,  now  let  me  know 
Its  virtue  below, 

Let  it  wafh  me,  and  I 

Shall  be  whiter  than  fnow, 

3 
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6  Let  it  hallow  my  heart, 

And  throughly  convert, 
And  make  me,  O  Lord, 
In  this  world  as  thou  art. 

7  Each  moment  apply'd 
My  weakneis  to  hide, 

Thy  blood  be  upon  me, 
And  always  abide. 

8  My  Advocate  prove 
With  the  Father  above, 

And  raife  me  at  laft 

To  the  throne  of  thy  love. 

HYMN     296. 
Dedication    to   God, 

1  A  LL  gl°ry  an^  praife 

**■  To  th*  Ancient  of  days, 
Who  was  born  and  was  (lain 
To  redeem  a  loft  race. 

2  Salvation  to  God, 
Who  carry'd  our  load, 

And  purchas'd  our  peace 
With  the  price  of  his  blood, 

3  And  fhall  he  not  have 
The  lives  which  he  gave 

Such  an  infinite  ranfom 
For  ever  to  fave  ? 
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4  Yes,  Lord,  we  are  thine, 
And  gladly  refign 

Our  fouls  to  be  filPd 

With  the  fulnefs  divine. 

5  We  yield  thee  thine  own, 
We'd  ferve  thee  alone, 

Thy  will  upon  earth 
As  in  heav'n  be  done. 

6  How,  when  it  fhall  be, 
We  cannot  forefee ; 

But  O  !  let  us  live, 
Let  us  die  unto  thee  ! 


HYMN 
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1  'Thankful  for  our  ev'ry  bleffing, 

Let  us  fing 
Christ  the  fpring, 
Never,  never  ceafing ! 

2  Source  of  all  our  gifts  and  graces, 

Christ  we  own, 
Christ  alone 
Calls  for  all  our  praifes. 

2  He  difpels  our  fin  and  fadnefs, 
Life  imparts, 
Chears  our  hearts, 
Fills  with  food  and  gladnefo. 
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4  He  himfelf  for  us  hath  given, 
Us  he  feeds, 
Us  he  leads 
To  a  feaft  in  heaven. 

HYMN     298* 

1  TTather  of  mankind, 
^     Be  ever  ador'd  ; 
Thy  mercy  we  find 

In  fending  our  Lord 
To  ranfom  and  blefs  us ; 

Thy  goodnefs  we  praife 
For  fending  in  Jesus 

Salvation  by  grace. 

2  O  Son  of  his  love, 

Who  deigned  to  die, 
Our  curfe  to  remove, 

Our  pardon  to  buy  -> 
Accept  our  thankfgiving, 

Almighty  to  fave, 
Who  openeft  heaven 

To  all  that  believe. 

3  O  Spirit  of  love, 

Of  health  and  of  pow'r, 
Thy  working  we  prove, 

Thy  grace  we  adore  : 
Whofe  inward  revealing 

Applies  our  Lord's  blood, 
Attefting  and  fealing 

Us  children  of  God, 
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HYMN     2gg. 

i  jT\  Let  thy  love  our  hearts  conftrain, 
^-^  Jesus,  the  crucify'd  ! 
What  haft  thou  done  our  hearts  to  train  ? 
Languifh'd,  and  groan'd,  and  dy'd  ! 

2  Us  into  clofeft  union  draw. 

And  in  our  inward  parts 
Let  kindnefs  fweetly  write  her  law, 
Let  love  command  our  hearts. 

3  Who  wou'd  not  nowpurfue  the  way 

Where  Jesu's  footfteps  fhine  ? 
Who  wou'd  not  own  the  pleafing  fway 
Of  charity  divine  ? 

4  O  let  us  find  the  ancient  way, 

Our  wond'ring  foes  to  move, 
And  force  a  frowning  world  to  lay, 
Sez  how  these  christians  lovi  ! 

HYMN     300. 

1  T  ord  help  us  on  thy  love  to  feed  $ 
-*-1  In  peace  difmifs  us  hence  j 
Be  thou,  in  ev'ry  time  of  need, 

Our  refuge  and  defence. 

2  We  now  defire  to  blefs  thy  name, 

And  in  our  hearts  record, 
And  with  our  thankful  tongues  proclai 
The  goodnefs  of  the  Lord, 
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Come,  O  my  foul,  and  fing 
How  Jesus  hath  thee  fed  •, 
How  Jesus  gave  himielf  for  thee. 
The  true  and  living  bread. 

I  love  my  Saviour  Christ  ; 

His  grace  did  freely  move, 
And  juitiy  my  affections  claim  j 

I  cannot  help  but  love. 

I  love  thee,  O  my  Lord  \ 

I  gladly  thee  adore : 
O  may  I  never  turn  again  ! 

But  love  thee  more  and  more. 

O  raife  my  feeble  flame ; 

My  little  flock  improve  : 
Increafe  my  ardour  day  by  day, 

And  change  me  all  to  love. 


HYMN 


302. 


1  r^uR  lives,  our  blood,  we  here  prefent, 
^-^   If  for  thy  fake  they  may  be  fpent  -, 
Fulfil  thy  fov'reign  counfel,  Lord, 
Thy  will  be  done,  thy  name  ador'd. 

2  Give  us  thy  flrength,  thou  God  of  pow'r^ 
Then  let  men  icorn,  and  Satan  roar  ^ 
Thy  faithful  witnefles  we'll  be : 

'Tis  fix'd — ;\ve  can  do  all  thro'  thee, 
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HYMN     303. 

1  TLJelp  us  to  help  each  other,  Lord, 
-*■  -*     Each  other's  crofs  to  bear  ^ 
Let  each  his  friendly  aid  afford, 

And  feel  another's  care. 

2  Help  us  to  build  each  other  up, 

Our  little  flock  improve  ; 
Increafe  our  faith,  confirm  our  hope, 
And  perfeft  us  in  love. 

3  Then,  when  the  mighty  work  is  wrought, 

Receive  thy  ready  bride  ; 
Give  us  in  heav'n  a  happy  lot, 
With  all  the  fanftify'd. 

HYMN     304. 

M  O  R   N  I   N   G, 

i    T>  ise,  my  foul,  adore  thy  Maker-, 
^^   Angels  praife  join  thy  lays, 
With  them  be  partaker. 

2  Sovereign  Lord  of  ev'ry  fpirit, 

In  thy  light  lead  me  right, 
Thro5  my  Saviour*s  merit. 

3  Thou  this  night  waft  my  proteftor. 

With  me  flay  all  this  day, 
Ever  my  dire&or. 
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4  Leave  me  not,  but  ever  love  me  ; 

Let  thy  peace  be  my  blifs, 
Till  thou  hence  remove  me. 

5  Holy,  holy,  holy  Giver 

Of  all  good,  life  and  food, 
Reign  ador'd  for  ever, 

6  Glory,  honour,  thanks,  and  blefiing, 

One  in  Three,  give  we  thee, 
Never,  never  ceafing. 

HYMN    305. 
Evening. 

1  17  re  I  fleep  for  ev'ry  favour 

^   This  day  fhew'd  me  by  my  God, 
I  will  blefs  my  Saviour. 

2  O  my  Lord  !  what  fliall  I  render 

To  thy  name,  ftiil  the  fame, 
Gracious,  good  and  tender. 

3  Leave  me  not,  but  ever  love  me  \ 

Let  thy  peace  be  my  blifs, 
Till  thou  hence  remove  me. 

4  Vifit  me  with  thy  falvation  \ 

Let  thy  care  now  be  near, 
Round  my  habitation. 

5  Thou,  my  rock,  my  guard,  my  tow'r, 

Safely  keep,  while  I  deep, 
Me,  with  all  thy  pow'r. 
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6  And,  whene'er  in  death  I  flumber? 
Let  me  rife  with  the  wife, 
Counted  in  their  number. 

HYMN     306. 

E  V  E  n  r  N   G. 

1  'F\read  Sovereign  let  my  evening  fong 
^^  Like  holy  incenfe  rife  •, 

AfTift  the  offerings  of  my  tongue 
To  reach  the  lofty  Ikies. 

2  Thro*  all  the  dangers  of  the  day 

Thy  Hand  was  ftill  my  guard, 
And  ftill  to  drive  my  wants  away, 
Thy  mercy  ftood  prepared.. 

3  Perpetual  blefiings  from  above, 

Incompafs  me  around  •, 
But  O  how  few  returns  of  love 
Hath  my  Creator  found  ? 

4  What  have  I  done  for  him  that  dy'd 

To  fave  my  wretched  foul  ? 
How  are  my  follies  multiply'd, 
Faft  as  my  minutes  roll  ! 

5  Lord,  wkh  this  guilty  heart  of  mine 

To  thy  dear  crofs  I  flee, 
And  to  thy  grace  my  foul  refign, 
To  be  renew'd  bv  thee. 
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6  Sprinkled  afrefh  with  pard'ning  blood, 
I  lay  me  down  to  reft, 
As  in  th'  embraces  of  my  God, 
Or  on  my  Saviour's  breaft. 

HYMN.     307*         The   same. 

1    'VTO  farther  go  to-night,  but  ftay, 
-^^  Dear  Saviour,  till  the  break  of  day  •, 

Turn  in,  dear  Lord,  with  me  : 
And  in  the  morning  when  I  wake, 
Me  in  thine  arms,  my  Jesus,  take, 

And  I'll  go  on  wjth  thee. 


H  Y  M  N     o08. 
Morning. 


Awake,  my  foul,  and  with  the  fun 
Thy  daily  ftage  of  duty  run  ; 
Shake  oft'  dull  (loth,  and  early  rife 
To  pay  thy  morning  facrifice. 

Redeem  thy  mis-fpent  time  that's  pad, 
Live  this  day  as  if 'twere  thy  laft  ; 
T'  improve  thy  talents  take  due  care, 
'Gainft  the  great  day  thyfelf  prepare. 

Let  all  thy  convert e  be  fin  cere, 
Thy  conicience  as  the  noon-day  clear  ; 
Think  how  th'  all- feeing  God  thy  ways, 
And  all  thy  fecret  thoughts  furveys. 
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4  Glory  to  God,  who  fafe  hath  kept, 
And  hath  refrefh'd  me  while  I  flept ; 
Grant,  Lord,  when  I  from  death  lhall 

wake, 
I  may  of  endlefs  life  partake. 

5  Diredt,  controul,  fuggeft  this  day. 
All  I  defign,  or  do,  or  fay  ; 

That  all  my  pow'rs,  with  all  their  might, 
In  thy  fole  glory  may  unite. 

6  Praife  God,  from  whom  all  blefiings  flow; 
Praife  him,  all  creatures  here  below  ; 
Praife  him  above,  ye  heav'nly  hoft  ; 
Praife  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghoft. 

HYMN     309. 
Evening. 

1  f~^  lory  to  thee,  my  God,  this  night, 
^^  For  all  the  blefiings  of  the  light  •, 
Keep  me,  O  keep  me,  King  of  kings, 
Under  thine  own  almighty  wings. 

2  Forgive  me,  Lord,  for  thy  dear  Son, 
Whatever  ills  this  day  Pve  done  •, 
That  with  the  world,  myfelf,  and  thee, 
I,  ere  I  fleep,  at  peace  may  be. 

3  Teach  me  to  live,  that  I  may  dread 
The  grave  as  little  as  my  bed  ; 
Teach  me  to  die,  that  to  I  may 
Triumphing  rife  at  the  laft  day. 
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4  O  may  my  foul  on  thee  repofe, 

And  with  fweet  deep  my  eyelids  clofe ; 
Sleep  that  may  me  more  vig'rous  make, 
To  ferve  my  God  when  I  awake. 

5  Let  my  bleft  guardian,  while  I  fleep, 
Clofe  to  my  bed  his  vigils  keep  5 
Let  no  vain  dreams  difturb  my  reft, 
No  pow'rs  of  darknefs  me  moleft. 

6  Praife  God, from  whom  all  bleffingsflow ; 
Praife  him,  all  creatures  here  below ; 
Praife  him  above,  ye  heav'nly  hoft ; 
Praife  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghoft. 

HYMN     310. 
Lord's  day  morning. 

1  *  I  'o-day  God  bids  the  faithful  reft, 

^     To  day  he  fhow'rs  his  grace  5 
"  Seek  ye  my  face,"  the  Lord  hath  faid : 
Lord,  we  will  feek  thy  face. 

2  Come,  let  us  leave  the  things  of  earth, 

With  God's  afiembly  join  ^ 
Lo  !  heaven  defcends  to  welcome  man 
To  tafte  the  things  divine  ! 

3  We  come,  dear  Saviour,  ]o  !   we  come, 

Lord  of  our  life  and  foul  •, 
We  come  difeas'd,  and  faint,  and  fick  -, 
Be  pleas'd  to  make  us  whole. 
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4  We  third,  and  fly  to  thee,  O  Lord, 

Thou  fountain-head  of  good  •, 
Filthy  we  come,  and  all  unclean  ; 
O  cleanfe  us  in  thy  blood. 

5  O  may  we  pleafe  our  God  to-day, 

May  that  be  all  ou\  care  ! 
Give,  Lord,  thy  grace,  led  evil  thoughts 
Should  mingle  in  our  pray'r. 

6  Amidd  th5  affcnibly  of  thy  faints 

Let  us  be  faithful  found  ; 
Aad  let  us  join  in  humble  pray'r, 
And  in  thy  praiie  abound. 

7  Let  thy  good  Spirit  help  our  fouls 

With  faith  thy  word  to  hear  ; 
Be  with  us  in  thy  temple,  Lord, 
And  let  us  find  thee  near. 

HYMN     311. 

Lord's    day    eveni  n  g. 

t   T  XT  hent,  O  dear  Jesus,  when  ihall  I 
*  *     Behold  thee  all  ferene  ; 
Bled  in  perpetual  fabbath-day, 
Without  a  veil  between  ? 

t  Affitt  me  while  I  wander  here, 
Amidd  a  world  of  cares  j 
Incline  my  heart  to  pray  with  love, 
And  then  accept  my  pray'rs.   , 

3  Releafe 
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3  Releafe  jny  foul  from  ev'ry  chain, 

No  more  hell's  captive  led ; 
And  pardon  a  repenting  child, 
For  whom  the  Saviour  bled. 

4  Spare  me,  O  God,  O  fpare  the  foul 

That  gives  itfelf  to  thee  -, 
Take  all  that  I  polfefs  below, 
And  give  thyfelf  to  me. 

5  Thy  Spirit,  O  my  Father,  give, 

To  be  my  guide  and  friend ; 
To  light  my  way  to  ceafelefs  joys, 
Where  fabbaths  never  end. 


HYMN     n12. 

For  n  e  w-y  e  a  r  Vd  a  y. 


t 


And  now,  my  foul^  another  year 
x  **  Of  thy  fhort  life  is  pail ; 
I  cannot  long  continue  here, 
And  this  may  be  my  lad. 

2  Much  of  my  dubious  life  is  gone, 

Nor  will  return  again  ; 
And  fwift  my  paffing  moments  run, 
The  few  that  yet  remain. 

3  Awake,  my  foul,  with  utmoft  care 

Thy  true  condition  learn  ; 
What  are  thy  hopes,  how  fure,  how  fair, 
And  what  thy  great  concern. 
O 
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4  Now  a  new  fcene  of  time  begins. 

Set  out  afrefh  for  heaven  •, 
Seek  pardon  for  thy  former  fins, 
In  Christ  fo  freely  given. 

5  Devoutly  yield  thyfelf  to  God, 

And  on  his  grace  depend  y 
With  zeal  purfue  the  heav'nly  road, 
Nor  doubt  a  happy  end. 

HYMN     313.         Another. 

1  HPhe  Lord  of  earth  and  fky, 

^    The  God  of  ages  praife  ! 
Who  reigns  enthron'd  on  high, 
Ancient  of  endlefs  days  -, 
Who  lengthens  out  our  trial  here, 
Andfpares  us  yet  another  year. 

2  Barren  and  withered  trees, 

We  cumber'd  long  the  ground  -, 
No  fruit  of  holinels 

On  our  dead  fouls  was  found  ♦, 
Yet  did  he  us  in  mercy  fpare 
Another,  and  another  year. 

3  When  juftice  bare'd  the  fword, 

To  cut  the  fig-tree  down, 
The  pity  of  our  Lord 

Cry'd— "  Let  it  ft  ill  alone  :" 
The  Father  mild  inclin'd  his  ear, 
And  fpar'd  us  yet  another  jjpar. 
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4  Jesus,  thy  fpeaking  blood 

From  God  obtain'd  the  grace, 
Who  therefore  hath  beftow'd 

On  us  a  longer  fpace  : 
Thou  didft  in  our  behalf  appear, 
And  lo  !  we  fee  another  year, 

5  Then  dig  about  our  root, 

Break  up  our  fallow  ground, 
And  let  our  gracious  fruit 

To  thy  great  praife  abound. 
O  let  us  all  thy  praife  declare, 
And  fruit  unto  perfection  bear* 


HYMN     314, 

A  NO  THER, 

1  "TXThile  with  ceafelefs  courie  the  fun 
*  *     Rafted  thro'  the  former  year, 
Many  fouls  the4r  race  have  run, 
Never  more  to  meet  us  here  : 
Fix'd  in  an  eternal  ftate, 
They  have  done  with  all  below  9 
We  a  little  longer  wait, 
But  how  little,  none  can  know. 

z  As  the  winged  arrow  flies 
Speedily  the  mark  to  find, 
As  the  lighrning  from  the  fkies 
Darts,  and  leaves  no  trace  behind  i 
o  2 
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Swiftly  thus  our  fleeting  days 
Bear  us  down  life's  rapid  ftream  •, 
Upwards,  Lord,  our  Spirits  raife ; 
All  below  is  but  a  dream. 

$  Thanks  for  mercies  pail:  receive  j 
Pardon  of  our  fins  renew  •, 
Teach  us  henceforth  how  to  live 
With  eternity  in  view. 
Blefs  the  Word  to  young  and  old. 
Fill  us  with  a  Saviour's  love  -9 
And  when  life's  fhort  tale  is  told, 
May  we  dwell  with  thee  above. 

HYMN     315. 
Circumcision. 

i   C  ee,  my  foul,  with  wonder  fee 
^  The  incarnate  Deity  ^ 
Human  nature  he  aflumes, 
He  to  ranfom  finners  comes : 
He  was  not  conceiv'd  in  fin, 
He  was  infinitely  clean  ; 
Him  no  finful  fpot  difguis'd, 
Yet,  lo  !  he  was  circumcis'd 

2  He  fulfill'd  all  righteoufnefs, 
Standing  in  our  legal  place ; 
From  the  manger  to  the  crofs, 
All  he  did  he  did  for  us : 
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He  did  all  our  woes  retrieve, 
He  expir'd  that  we  might  live ; 
By  his  ftripes  our  wounds  areheaPd, 
By  his  blood  our  peace  is  feaPd. 

Jesu's  pain  procures  our  eafe  ; 
Jesu's  death  is  our  releafe  ; 
Jesu's  crofs  obtains  our  crown  ; 
Jesu's  fepulchre  our  throne  : 
Lord,  conform  us  to  thy  death, 
Bid  our  fins  yield  up  their  breath  j. 
By  thy  refurreft  ion's  pow'r 
Make  our  fouls  to  glory  foar. 

Circumcife  our  filthy  hearts  y 
Purify  our  inward  parts  •, 
Lord,  deflroy  the  carnal  mindr 
That  in  thee  we  peace  may  find  : 
In  thy  righteoufnefs  array'd, 
Let  us  triumph,  and  be  glad  ; 
Let  us  walk  with  thee  in  white,,. 
Let  us  fee  thy  face  in  light. 


•'3-. 
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H  Y  M  N     316* 

Epiphany, 

C  ons  of  men,  behold  from  far, 
*^  Hail  the  long-expe6ted  liar ; 
Jacob's  liar,  that  gilds  the  night. 
Guides  bewilder'd  nature  right. 

Fear  not  hence  that  there  ftiall  flow 
Wars,  or  peftilence  below  ; 
Wars  it  bids  and  tumults  ceafe, 
Ulh'ring  in  the  Prince  of  peace. 

Mild  he  Ihines  on  all  beneath, 
Piercing  thro'  the  lhades  of  death  ; 
Scattering  error's  wide-fpread  night, 
Kindling  darknefs  into  light. 

Nations  all,  far  off  and  near, 
Halle  to  fee  your  God  appear ; 
Halle,  for  him  your  hearts  prepare, 
Meet  him  manifelled  there. 

There  behold  the  Day-fpring  rife, 
Pouring  eye-fight  on  your  eyes  •, 
God  in  his  own  light  furvey, 
Shining  to  the  perfedt  day. 

Sing,  ye  morning-liars,  again ; 
God  defcends  on  earth  to  reign  • 
Deigns  for  man  his  life  t*  employ, 
Shout,  ye  fons  of  God,  for  joy. 


[    295    1 

HYMN       317. 

GOO  D-F  RIDAY, 

1  A  las  !  and  did  my  Saviour  bleed  ? 
-**"  And  did  my  Sov'reign  die  ? 
Wou'd  he  devote  that  facred  head 

For  fuch  a  worm  as  I  ? 

2  Was  it  for  crimes  that  I  had  done 

He  groan'd  upon  the  tree  ? 
Amazing  pity!  grace  unknown  ! 
And  love  beyond  degree  ! 

3  Well  might  the  fun  in  darknefs  hide, 

And  fhut  his  glories  in  •, 
When  Christ  the  mighty  Maker  dy'd, 
For  man  the  creature's  fin. 

4  Thus  might  I  hide  my  blufhing  face, 

While  his  dear  crois  appears  ; 
Diflblve  my  heart  in  thankfulnefs, 
And  melt  mine  eyes  to  tears. 

5  But  drops  of  grief  can  ne'er  repay 

The  debt  of  love  T  owe  5 
Here,  Lord,  I  give  myfelf  away> 
'Tis  all  that  I  can  do. 

o  4 
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HYMN     318. 

Repentance    at  the    cross. 

1  f\  !  If  my  foul  was  form'd  for  wo, 
^^  How  wou'd  I  vent  my  fighs  ! 
Repentance  fhould  like  rivers  flow 

From  both  my  ftreaming  eyes. 

2  'Twas  for  my  fins  my  deareft  Lord 

Hung  on  the  curfed  tree, 
And  groan'd  away  a  dying  life, 
For  thee,  my  foul,  for  thee. 

3  O  how  I  hate  thofe  lufts  of  mine 

That  crucify'd  my  God  ; 
Thofe  fins  that  pierc'd  and  nail'd  his 
flefh 
Fall  to  the  fatal  wood. 

4  Yes,  my  Redeemer,  they  fhall  die, 

My  heart  hath  fo  decreed  •, 
Nor  will  I  fpare  thofe  guilty  things 
That  made  my  Saviour  bleed. 

5  Whilft  with  a  melting,  broken  heart, 

My  murder'd  Lord  I  view, 

I'll  raife  revenge  againft  my  fins, 

And  flay  the  murd'rers  too. 
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HYMN     319. 
It    is    finished; 

1  "  THiS  finished,"  the  Redeemer  faid,.. 

-*  And  meekly  bow'd  his  dying  head  * 
Whilfl  we  this  fentence  lean, 
Come,  finners,  and  obferve  the  word, 
Behold  the  conquefts  of  the  Lord, 
Compleat  for  helplefs  mao. 

2  Finished  the  righteoufnefs  of  grace,. 
Finished  for  finners  pard'ning  peace  ^ 

Their  mighty  debt  is  paid  : 
Accufing  law  cancell'd  by  blood, 
And  wrath  of  an  offending  God, 

In  fweet  oblivion  laid. 

3  Who  now  fliall  urge  a  fecond  claim  r 
The  law  no  longer  can  condemn  •, 

Faith  a  releafe  can  fhew  : 
Juftice  itfelf  a  friend  appears, 
The  prifon-houfe  awhifper  hears, 

"  Loofe  him,  and  let  him  go."1 

4  O  unbelief,  injurious  bar  ! 
Source  of  tormenting,  fruitlefs  fear, 

Why  doft  thou  yet  reply  ? 
Where'er  thy  loud  objections  fall, 
"  'Tis  finish'd,"  ftill  mayaniwer  all, 
And  filence  ev'ry  cry. 
o    1 


298  H  Y  M  N     320. 

5  His  toil  divinely  finifh'd  ftands, 
But  ah !  the  praife  his  work  demands, 

Careful  may  we  attend  ! 
Conclufion  to  our  fouls  be  this, 
Becaufe  falvation  finifh'd  is, 
Our  thanks  fhall  never  end. 


HYMN     320. 
The  grave  sanctified  by  Christ* 

1  \\THY  do  we  mourn  departing  friends, 

v  *     Or  fhake  at  death's  alarms  ? 
5Tis  but  the  voice  that  Jesus  fends 
To  call  them  to  his  arms. 

2  Why  fhould  we  tremble  to  convey 

Their  bodies  to  the  tomb  ? 
There  the  dear  flefh  of  Jesus  lay, 
And  left  a  long  perfume. 

3  The  graves  of  all  the  faints  he  blefl, 

And  foft'ned  ev'ry  bed  : 
Where  fhould  the  dying  members  reft, 
But  with  the  dying  head  ? 

4  Thence  he  arofe  and  burft  the  chain, 

To  fhew  our  feet  the  way 
From  fhades  where  death  and  darknefs 
reign, 
To  realms  of  endlefc  dayr 
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Then  let  the  laft  loud  trumpet  found, 

And  bid  his  kindred  rife  ; 
Awake,  ye  nations  under  ground, 

Ye  faints,  afcend  thefkies. 


HYMN     32*- 
Christ  pierced, 

TS  there  a  thing  beneath  the  iky 
A   Can  comfort  bring,  or  fatisfy, 

But  our  dear  Saviour's  wounds  ? 
Here  is  a  fweet  and  conftant  peace, 
A  treafure  full  of  richeft  grace  ^ 

All  elfe  are  empty  founds. 

Attend,  my  foul,  fink  down  with  fhame 
Before  his  face,  who  only  came 

To  fuffer,  bleed,  and  die  : 
O  think  upon  thy  fin  and  guilt, 
For  which  his  precious  blood  was  fpilt ; 

Thou  didft  him  crucify. 

See,  thou  vile  piece  of  finful  duff, 
Thy  deareft  Lord  fweat  for  thy  luffc 

Till  drops  of  bloocMall  down  ! 
See  how  he  yonder  proilrate  lies  ! 
Obfcrve  his  mcurnful  pray'rs  and  cries, 

Mark  ev'ry  tear  and  groan  ! 
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4  See  thy  dear  Lord  dragg'd  like  a  thief, 
Amidft  contempt,  and  ftripes,  and  grief, 

For  thee  a  facrifice  : 
Faflen'd  unto  tht:  fhameful  wood, 
Defpis'd  by  men,  and  bath'd  in  bloody 

So  dear  thy  ranfom-price  ! 

5  Lord  doft  thou  fuffer  thus  for  me, 
Doll  thou  feel  all  this  mifery, 

To  give  me  life  and  peace  ! 
Then  let  me  bear  it  on  my  heart, 
My  all  is  purchased  with  thy  fmart* 

Thy  blood  figns  my  rekafe, 

HYMN     322- 

Isaiah  liii, 


*\  XTho  hath  our  report  believed  ? 
'  *  *     Shiloh  come,  is  not  received, 

Not  received  by  his  own  ; 
Promised  Branch  from  root  of  Jefle, 
David's  offspring  fent  to  blefs  ye, 

Come  too  meekly  to  be  known. 

Like  a  tender  ptant  that's  growing 
Where  no  water's  friendly  flowing, 

No  kind  rains  refrefh  the  ground  r 
Drooping,  dying  we  fhall  view  him3 
See  no  charm  to  draw  us  to  him, 

There  no  beauty  will  be  found, 
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3  Lo  !  Mefliah  unrefpedted, 

Man  of  griefs,  deipis'd,  rejedled  ; 

Wounds  his  form  disfig'ring, 
Marr'd  his  vifage  more  than  any, 
For  he  bears  the  fins  of  many, 

All  our  forrows  carrying. 

4  No  deceit  his  mouth  had  fpoken, 
Blamelefs,  he  no  law  had  broken ; 

Yet  was  numbered  with  the  worft  : 
For,  becaufe  the  Lord  wou'd  grieve  him, 
We,  who  faw  it,  did  believe  him 

For  his  own  offences  curft. 

5  But  while  him  our  thoughts  accufed, 
He  for  us  alone  was  bruifed, 

Stricken,  fmitten  for  our  guilt : 
With  his  ftripes  our  wounds  are  cured, 
By  his  pains  our  peace  affured, 

Purchased  with  the  blood  he  fpilt. 

6  Love  amazing,  fo  to  mind  us  ! 
Shepherd  come  from  heaven  to  find  us 

Silly  fheep  all  gone  aftray  ! 
Loft,  undone  by  our  tranfgrefllons  -9 
Worfe  than  ftript  of  all  pofleflions, 

Debters  without  hope  to  pay. 

7  Fear  our  portion,  flaves  in  fpirit,— 
He  redeem'd  us  by  his  merit, 

To  a  glorious  liberty  : 
Dearly  firft  his  goodnefs  bought  us, 
Truth  and  love  then  fweetly  taught  us  j> 

Truth  and  love  have  made  us  free. 


^02  HYMN     323. 

8  Blefied  be  the  pow'r  who  gave  us, 
Freely  gave  his  Son  to  fave  us  $ 

Blefs'd  the  Son,  who  freely  came  : 
Honour,  bleffing,  adoration, 
Ever  from  the  whole  creation 
Be  to  God,  and  to  the  Lamb. 

HYMN     323. 

Easter-day. 

1  Tesus,  who  dy'd  a  world  to  fave, 

J    Revives,  and  rifes  from  the  grave, 

By  his  almighty  pow'r  : 
From  fin,  and  death,  and  hell  fet  free, 
He  captive  leads  captivity, 

And  lives  to  die  no  more. 

2  Children  of  God,  look  up  and  fee 
Your  Saviour  cloth'd  with  majefty, 

Triumphant  o'er  the  tomb  : 
Give  o'er  your  griefs,  cafl  off  your  fears, 
In  heav'n  your  manfions  he  prepares, 

And  foon  will  take  you  home. 

3  His  church  is  ftill  his  joy  and  crown, 
He  looks  with  love  and  pity  down 

On  her  he  did  redeem  : 
Hetaftes  her  joys,  he  feels  her  woes, 
And  prays  that  fhe  may  fpoil-her  foes, 
:     And  ever  reign  with  him. 
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O  may  we  all  from  fin  awake, 
May  all  in  heav'n  our  places  take, 

Near  our  exalted  Head  ! 
May  all  our  fouls  to  heav'n  afpire, 
In  thought,  in  will,  in  ftrong  defire, 

To  carnal  pleafures  dead  ! 

HYMN     324. 
Another. 

/^hrist  the  Lord  is  ris'n  to  day, 
^  Sons  of  men  and  angels  fay  ! 
Raife  your  joys  and  triumphs  high-, 
Sing,  ye  heav'ns,  and  earth  reply. 

Love's  redeeming  work  is  done, 
Fought  the  fight,  the  battle  won  ; 
Lo  !  our  fun's  eclipfe  is  o'er, 
Lo  !  he  fets  in  blood  no  more. 

Vain  the  (lone,  the  watch,  the  feal ; 
Christ  hath  burft  the  gates  of  hell : 
Death  in  vain  forbids  his  rife  ; 
Christ  hath  open'd  Paradife. 

Lives  again  our  glorious  King, 
Where,  O  death,  is  now  thy  fling  ! 
Once  he  dy'd  our  fouls  to  fave, 
Where  thy  vidlory,  O  grave  ! 

Soar  we  now  where  Christ  hath  led, 
Following  our  exalted  Head  -, 
Made  like  him,  like  him  we  rife, 
Ours  the  crofs,  the  grave,  the  Ikies. 
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6  What  tho'  once  we  perifh'd  all, 
Partners  of  our  parents  fall  g 
Second  life  we  all  receive, 

In  our  heav'nly  Adam  live. 

7  Hail,  the  Lord  of  earth  and  heav'n  ) 
Praife  to  thee  by  both  be  giv'n  ! 
Thee  we  greet  triumphant  now, 
Hail,  the  refurredtion — Thou  ! 

S  King  of  glory  !   foul  of  blifs ! 
Everlafting  life  is  this — 
Thee  to  know,  thy  pow'r  to  prove  5 
Thus  to  fing,  and  thus  to  love. 

HYMN     325. 
Another. 

1  r  I  "he  Sun  of  righteoufnefs  appears,. 

-*•       To  fet  in  blood  no  more  ! 
Adore  the  fcatt'rer  of  your  fears, 
Your  rifing  Sun  adore. 

2  The  faints,  when  he  refignM  his  breath, 

Unclos'd  their  fleeping  eyes ; 
He  breaks  again  the  bands  of  death, 
Again  the  dead  arife. 

3  Alone  the  dreadful  race  he  ran, 

Alone  the  wine-prefs  trod  ; 
He  dy'd,  and  fuffer'd  as  a  man, 
He  rifes  as  a  God. 
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4  In  vain  the  flone,  the  watch,  the  feal, 
Forbid  an  early  rife, 
To  him  who  breaks  the  gates  of  hell, 
And  opens  Paradife. 

HYMN     326. 

The  resurrection  and  ascension 
of    Christ. 

1  111 os  anna  to  the  Prince  of  light, 
1 A  That  cloth'd  himfelf  in  clay  s 
Enter'd  the  iron  gates  of  death, 

And  tore  the  bars  away. 

2  Death  is  no  more  the  king  of  dread> 

Since  our  Immanuel  role ; 
He  took  the  tyrant's  fling  away, 
And  fpoiPd  our  hellifh  foes. 

$  See  how  the  Conqu'ror  mounts  aloft, 
And  to  his  Father  flies  •, 
With  fears  of  honour  in  his  flefh, 
And  triumph  in  his  eyes. 

4  Raife  your  devotion,  mortal  tongues, 
To  reach  his  blefl  abode  ; 
Sweet  be  the  accents  of  pur  fongs, 
To  our  incarnate  God. 

g  Bright  Angels,  ftrike  your  loudefl  firings, 
Your  fweetefl  voices  raife ; 
Letheav'n,  and  all  created  things, 
Sound  our  IivtMANUEL'spraife, 
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HYMN     327. 
The  resurrection. 


Dleas'd  we  read  in  facred  ftory, 

How  our  Lord  refum'd  his  breath  ; 
Where,  O  grave's,  thy  conquering  glory? 
Where's  thy  fting,  thou  phantom  Death? 
Soon  thy  jaws,  reftrain'd  from  chewing, 

Mull  difgorge  their  ranfom'd  prey  : 
Man  firft  gave  thee  pow'r  to  ruin, 
Man  too  takes  that  pow'r  away. 

I  am  Alpha,  fays  the  Saviour; 

I  Omega  likewife  am  ; 
I  was  dead,  and  live  for  ever, 

God  Almighty  and  the  Lamb. 
In  the  Lord  is  our  perfeftion, 

And  in  him  our  boaft  we'll  make  j 
We  fhall  fhare  his  refurredtion, 

If  we  of  his  death  partake. 

Ye  that  die  without  repentance, 

Ye  muft  rife  when  Christ  appears  ; 
Rife  to  hear  your  dreadful  fentence, 

While  the  faints  rejoice  in  theirs  : 
You  to  dwell  with  fiends  infernal, 

They  with  Jesus  Christ  to  reign  ; 
They  go  into  life  eternal, 

You  to  everlafting  pain. 
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Bold  rebellion,  bafe  backfliding, 

Stop  your  courfe,  refleft  with  dread  -9 
In  deftru&ion  there's  no  hiding  ; 

Death  and  hell  give  up  their  dead  •, 
Ev'ry  fea,  and  lake,  and  river, 

Shall  reftore  their  dead  to  view  : 
Shout  for  gladnefs,  O  believer, 

Christ  is  ris'n,  and  fo  fhall  you, 

HYMN     328- 
Ascension. 

TJTail  the  day  that  fees  him  rife, 

A  A   Ravifh'd  from  our  wifhful  eyee  ! 
Christ  awhile  to  mortals  giv'n, 
Re-afcends  his  native  heav'n  : 
There  the  pompous  triumph  waits, 
Lift  your  heads,  eternal  gates  ! 
Wide  unfold  the  radiant  fcene, 
Take  the  King  of  glory  in  ! 

Him,  tho'  higheft  heaven  receives, 
Still  he  loves  the  earth  he  leaves  •, 
Tho'  returning  to  his  throne, 
Still  he  calls  mankind  his  own  : 
Still  for  us  he  intercedes, 
Prevalent  his  death  he  pleads ; 
Next  himfelf  prepares  our  place, 
Harbinger  of  human  race, 
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3  Mafcer  (may  we  ever  fay) 
Taken  from  our  head  to-day ; 
See  thy  faithful  fervants,  fee, 
Ever  gazing  up  to  thee  ! 

Grant,  tho'  parted  from  our  fight, 
High  above  yon  azure  height : 
Grant  our  hearts  may  thither  rife, 
Following  thee  beyond  the  ikies. 

4  Ever  upward  let  us  move, 
Wafted  on  the  wings  of  love ; 
Looking  when  our  Lord  fhall  come, 
Longing,  gafping  after  home  : 
There  we  fhall  with  thee  remain, 
Partners  of  thine  endlefs  reign  ; 
There  thy  face  unclouded  fee, 

Find  our  heav'n  of  heav'n  in  thee* 


HYMN     329. 
Whitsunday. 


'j 


b sir,  we  hang  upon  the  word 
Our  longing  fouls  have  heard  from 
thee  : 


Be  mindful  of  thy  promife,  Lord, 
Thy  promife  made  to  all,  and  me  : 
Thy  followers,  who  thy  fteps  purfue, 
And  dare  believe  that  God  is  true.. 
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;  Thou  faidft,  I  will  the  Father  pray, 
And  he  the  Holy  Ghoft  fhall  give, 
Shall  give  him  in  your  hearts  to  flay, 
And  never  more  his  temples  leave  j 
Myfelf  will  to  my  children  come, 
And  make  them  mine  eternal  home. 

Come  then,  dear  Lord,  thyfelf  reveal, 
And  let  thy  promife  now  take  place  ^ 
Be  it  according  to  thy  will, 
According  to  thy  word  of  grace  : 
Thy  forrowful  difciples  chear, 
And  fend  us  down  the  Comforter, 

He  vifits  now  the  troubled  breaft, 
And  oft  relieves  our  fad  complaint  ^ 
But  foon  we  lofe  the  tranfient  gueft, 
But  foon  we  droop  again,  and  faint : 
Repeat  the  melancholy  moan — 
"  Our  joy  is  fled,  our  comfort  gone." 

Send  him,  O  Lord,  into  each  heart, 

Our  fure,  infeparable  guide  : 

O  might  wre  meet,  and  never  part ; 

O  might  he  in  our  hearts  abide, 

And  keep  his  houfe  of  praife  and  pray'r. 

And  reft,  and  reign  for  ever  there. 
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HYMN     330 

Breathing  after  the  Spirit, 


1  Pome?  holy  Spirit,  heav'nly  Dove, 
^  With  all  thy  quick 'ning  pow'rs  \ 
Kindle  a  flame  of  facred  love 

In  thefe  cold  hearts  of  ours. 

2  See  how  we  grovel  here  below, 

Fond  of  thefe  earthly  toys  \ 
Our  fouls,  how  heavily  they  go, 
To  reach  eternal  joys. 

3  In  vain  we  tune  our  formal  longs, 

In  vain  we  ftrive  to  rife  •, 
Hofannas  languifh  on  our  tongues, 
And  our  devotion  dies. 

4  Dear  Lord,  and  fhall  we  ever  live 

At  this  poor  dying  rate  ? 
Our  love  fo  faint,  fo  cold  to  thee, 
And  thine  to  us  fo  great  ? 

5  Come,  holy  Spirit,  heav'nly  Dove, 

With  all  thy  quick'ning  pow'rs  ; 
Come  fhed  abroad  a  Saviour's  love, 
And  that  fhall  kindle  ours. 
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HYMN     231-         John  xvii.  24. 

1  S~\  For  a  fweet  infpiring  ray, 
^-^   To  animate  our  feeble  ftrains, 
From  the  bright  realms  of  endlefs  day, 
The  bliisful  realms  where  Jesus  reigns  ! 

2  There  low  before  his  glorious  throne 
Adoring  faints  and  angels  fall 

And  with  delightful  worfhip  own 

His  fmile  their  blifs,  their  heav'n,  their  all. 

3  Immortal  glories  crown  his  head, 
While  tuneful  hallelujahs  rife, 

And  love,  and  joy,  and  triumph  fpread 
Thro'  all  th'  affemblies  of  the  fkies. 

4  He  fmiles,  and  feraphs  tune  their  fongs 
To  boundlefs  rapture  while  they  gaze  ^ 
Ten  thoufand  thoufand  joyful  tongues 
Refoundhis  everlafting  praife. 

There  all  the  ranfom'd  of  the  Lamb 
Shall  join  at  laft  the  heav'nly  choir  ; 
O  may  the  joy-infpiring  theme 
Awake  our  faith,  and  warm  defire  ! 

6  Dear  Saviour,  let  thy  Spirit  feal 
Our  interefl  in  that  bliisful  place  ; 
Till  death  remove  this  mortal  veil, 
And  we  behold  thy  lovely  face. 


D 
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HYMN     332. 

To    THE    TR  INITY, 

i  T) raise  be  to  the  Father  giv'n, 
■*  Christ  he  gave  us  to  lave, 
Now  the  heirs  of  heav'n. 

2  Pay  we  equal  adoration 
To  the  Son,  he  alone 
Wrought  out  our  falvation. 

3  Glory  to  th'  Eternal  Spirit, 
Us  hefeals,  Christ  reveals, 
And  applies  his  merit. 

4  Worfhip,  honour,  thanks  and  bleffing, 
One  in  three,  give  we  thee, 
Never,  never  ceafing. 

HYMN     333. 
The  benefit  of  afflictions. 

1  HPhy  people  Lord,  have  ever  found 
-*■    'Tis  good  to  bear  thy  rod ; 
Affiidtions  make  us  learn  thy  law, 
And  live  upon  our  God. 

.2  This  is  the  comfort  we  enjoy, 
When  new  diftrefs  begins  ; 
We  read  thy  word,  we  run  thy  way, 
And  hate  our  former  fins, 

3  3  Th7 
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3  Thy  j adgrnents, .  Lord,  are  always  right, 

Tho*  they  may  feem  fevere  ; 

The  fharpeft  luff rings  we  endure 

Flow  from  thy  faithful  care. 

4  Before Affc  knew  thy  chaft'ning  rod, 

Our  feet  were  apt  to  ftray  •, 
But  now  we  learn  to  keep  thy  word, 
Nor  wander  from  thy  way. 


HYMN    334. 

The   mat  1  vi  ty, 

1  TJark,  the  glad  found  1   the  Savour 
-*  -^  comes, 

The  Saviour  promised  long  ! 
Let  ev'ry  heart  prepare  a  throne, 
And  ev'ry  voice  a  fong. 

2  On  him  the  Spirit  largely  pour'd, 

Exerts  its  iacred  fire  ; 
Wifdom  and  might,  and  zeal,  and  love. 
His  holy  breaft  infpire, 

3  He  comes  the  pris'ners  to  releafe, 

In  Satan's  bondage  held  ^ 
The  gates  of  brafs  before  him  burft, 
The 'iron  fetters  yield. 
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4  He  comes,  from  thickeft  films  of  vice 

To  clear  the  mental  ray ; 
And  on  the  eye-balls  of  the  blind 
To  pour  celeftial  day. 

5  He  comes  the  broken  heart  to  bind 

The  bleeding  foul  to  cure  -, 
And  with  the  riches  of  his  grace, 
T*  enrich  the  humble  poor. 

6  Our  glad  hofannas,  Prince  of  peace, 

Thy  welcome  Ihall  proclaim  ; 
And  heav'n's  eternal  arches  ring 
With  thy  beloved  name. 

HYMN    g35*        Another. 

x   TT  ark  !  the  herald-angels  fing, 
H  «  Glory  to  the  new-born  King ; 
"  Peace  on  earth,  and  mercy  mild  ^ 
"  God  and  finners  reconcil'd." 
Joyful,  all  ye  nations,  rife, 
Join  the  triumphs  of  the  fkies, 
With  th'  angelic  hoft  proclaim, 
"  Christ  is  born  in  Bethlehem.'* 

2  Christ,  by  highefl  heav'n  ador'd* 
Christ  the  everlafting  Lord  •, 
Late  in  time  behold  him  come. 
Offspring  of  a  virgin's  womb : 
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Veil'd  in  flefh,  the  Godhead  fee, 
Hail  th'  incarnate  Deity  ! 
Pleas'd  as  man  with  men  t'  appear, 
Jesus,  our  Immanuel  here. 

5  Hail,  the  heav'n-born  Prince  of  peace  j 
Hail,  the  Sun  of  righteoufnefs  ! 
Light  and  life  to  all  he  brings, 
Ris'n  with  healing  in  his  wings  : 
Mild  he  lays  his  glory  by, 
Born,  that  man  no  more  may  die, 
Born  to  raiie  the  fons  of  earth, 
Born  to  give  them  iecond  birth. 

|.  Come,  Defire  of  nations,  come, 
Fix  us  in  thy  humble  home  ; 
Rife,  the  woman's  conquering  feed, 
Bruife  in  us  the  ferpent's  head : 
Adam's  likenefs  now  efface, 
Stamp  thine  image  in  its  place  % 
Second  Adam  from  above, 
Re-inftate  us  in  thy  love* 

HYMN     336.        The   sam  k. 

i  TXThat  good  news  the  angels  bring  • 
v  v     What  glad  tidings  of  our  King 
Christ  the  Lord  is  born  to-day, 
Christ  who  takes  our  fins  away  % 
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Him  who  rules  in  heav'n  and  earth, 
Hath  in  Bethlehem  his  birth  ; 
Him  (hall  all  his  people  fee, 
And  rejoice  eternally. 

2  Lift  your  hearts  and  voices  high, 
With  hofannas  fill  the  Iky ; 

<c  Glory  be  to  God  above," 

God  is  infinite  in  love  : 

u  Peace  on  earth,  good-will  to  men  !" 

Now  with  us  our  God  is  ken  : 

Angels,  join  with  us  in  praife  ! 

Help  to  fihg  redeeming  grace. 

3  Now  the  wall  is  broken  down, 
Now  the  gofpel  is  made  known  ; 
Now  the  door  is  open'd  wide, 
Christ  for  Jew  and  Gentile  dy'd. 
All  who  feci  the  weight  of  fin, 
All  who  languifhto  be  clean  ; 
All  who  for  redemption  groan, 
May  be  fav'd  by  faith  alone. 

4  Jesus  is  the  lovely  name, 
This  the  angel  doth  proclaim  ^ 
He  fhall  all  his  people  fave, 
They  in  him  remifiion  have  : 
When  they  fee  themfclves  undone, 
They  take  refuge  in  the  Son  •, 
They  fhall  all  be  born  again, 
And  with  him  in  glory  reign. 
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Shout,  ye  nations  of  the  earth, 
Sing  the  triumphs  of  his  birth  ; 
All  the  world  by  him  is  bleft, 
Sound  his  praife  from  eaft  to  weft : 
Jews  and  Gentiles  jointly  fing, 
Christ  our  common  Lord  and  King  •, 
Christ  our  life,  our  joy,  our  fong, 
To  eternity  prolong. 

HYMN     ^ 37^        The  same. 

Pome,  thou  long  expected  Jesus  ! 
^  Born  to  let  thy  people  free ; 
From  our  fears  and  fins  releafe  us, 

Let  us  find  our  reft  in  thee  ! 
IfraePs  ftrength  and  confolation,. 

Hope  of  all  the  earth  thou  arc  -T 
Dear  Defire  of  ev'ry  nation, 

Joy  of  ev'ry  longing  heart ! 

Born  thy  people  to  deliver,. 

Born  a  Child,  and  yet  a  King  -T 
Born  to  reign  in  us  for  ever, 

Now  thy  gracious  kingdom  bring  ! 
By  thine  own  eternal  Spirit 

Rule  in  all  our  hearts  alone ; 
By  thine  all-fufficient  merit, 

Raife  us  to  thy  glorious  throne. 
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HYMN     338. 

Covereign  grace  has  power  alone 
^  To  fubdue  a  heart  of  flone  ; 
And  the  moment  grace  is  felt, 
Then  the  hardeft  heart  will  melt. 

When  the  Lord  was  crucify'd, 
Two  tranfgreflbrs  with  him  dy'd  ; 
One  with  vile  blafpheming  tongue 
ScoftM  at  Jesus  as  he  hung. 

Thus  he  fpent  his  wicked  breath 
In  the  very  jaws  of  death  ; 
Perifh'd,  as  too  many  do, 
With  the  Saviour  in  his  view. 

But  the  other,  touch'd  with  grace, 
Saw  the  danger  of  his  cafe; 
Faith  receiv'd  to  own  the  Lord, 
Whom  the  Scribes  and  Priefts  abhorr'd. 

"  Lord,  he  pray'd — remember  me, 
"  When  in  glory  thou  lhalt  be  ;" 
u  Soon  with  me,  the  Lord  replies, 
"  Thou  {halt  be  in  Paradife." 

This  was  wondrous  grace  indeed, 
Grace  vouchfafd  in  time  of  need, 
Sinners,  truft  in  Jesu's  name, 
You  fhall  find  him  ftill  the  fame. 

But  beware  of  unbelief, 
Think  upon  the  harden'd  thief: 
If  the  gofpel  you  difdain, 
Christ  to  you  will  die  in  vain9 
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HYMN     339. 

Sickness,  or  divine  correction 

TJow  happy  the  forrowful  man, 
-^■^    Whofe  forrow  is  lent  from  above  ! 
Indulged  with  a  vifit  of  pain, 

Chaftis'd  by  omnipotent  love  : 
The  Author  of  all  his  diftrefs, 

He  comes  by  affli&ion  to  know  ; 
And  God  he  in  heaven  (hall  blefs 

That  ever  he  fuffer'd  below. 

Thus,  thus  may  I  happily  grieve, 

And  hear  the  intent  of  his  rod, 
The  marks  of  adoption  receive, 

The  ftrokes  of  a  merciful  God  •, 
With  nearer  accefs  to  his  throne, 

My  burden  of  folly  confefs, 
The  caufe  of  my  miferies  own, 

And  cry  for  an  anfwer  of  peace, 

0  Father  of  mercies,  on  me, 
On  me  in  affii&ion  beftow 

A  pow'r  of  applying  to  thee, 
A  fandtify'd  ufe  of  my  wo  : 

1  would  in  a  Spirit  of  prayer 

To  all  thy  appointments  fubmit ; 
The  pledge  of  my  happinefs  bear, 
And  joyfully  die  at  thy  feet, 
p  4 
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4.  Then,  Father,  and  never  till  then, 

I  all  the  felicity  prove, 
Of  living  a  moment  in  pain, 

Of  dying  in  Jesus's  love  : 
A  fufferer  here  with  my  Lord, 

With  Jesus  above  I  lit  down. 
Receive  an  eternal  reward, 

And  glory  obtain  in  a  crown. 

HYMN     340. 

A      FUNERAL      H  Y  M  tfi 

1  AH!  lovely  appearance  of  deaths 
-***  No  fight  upon  earth  is  fo  fair  ; 
Not  all  the  gay  pageants  that  breathe, 

Can  with  a  "dead  body  compare  ; 
With  folemn  delight  Ifurvey 

The  corps  when  the  fpirit  is  fled, 
Inlove  with  the  beautiful  clay, 

"And  longing  to  lie  in  its  ftead. 

2  How  bleft  is  our  brother,  bereft 

Of  all  that  could  burden  his  mind  ; 
How  eafy  the  foul  that  hath  left 

The  wearifome  body  behind  ! 
Of  evil  incapable  thou, 

Whofe  relics  with  envy  I  fee ; 
No  longer  in  mifery  now, 

No  longer  a  firmer  like  me 
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3  This  earth  is  affedted  no  more 

With  ficknefs,  or  fhaken  with  pain  ; 
The  war  in  the  members  is  o'er, 

And  never  fhall  vex  him  again  : 
]STo  anger  henceforward,  or  Ihame, 

Shall  redden  this  innocent  clay, 
Extindt  is  the  animal  flame, 

And  pafllon  is  vanifh'd  away, 

4.  This  languifhing  head  is  at  reft, 

Its  thinking  and  aching  are  o'er  y 
This  quiet  immoveable  breaft 

Is  heav'd  by  affliction  no  more  \ 
This  heart  is  no  longer  the  feat 

Of  trouble  and  torturing  pain  ^ 
It  ceafes  to  flutter  and  beat, 

It  never  fhall  flutter  again. 

5  The  lids  he  fo  feidom  could  clofe, 

By  forrow  forbidden  to  fleep, 
Seal'd  up  in  eternal  repofe, 

Have  ftrangely  forgotten  to  weep  : 
The  fountains  can  yield  no  fupplies, 

Thefe  hollows  from  water  are  free  ; 
The  tears  are  ail  wip'd  from  thefe  eyes. 

And  eyil  they  never  fhall  fee, 

6  Tq  mourn  and  to  fuffer  is  mine, 

While  bound  in  aprifonl  breathe 
And  ftill  for  deliverance  pine, 
And  prefs  to  the  iiTues  of  death  : 

*>5 


322  HYMN     341. 

What  now  with  my  tears  I  bedew, 
O  might  I  this  moment  become  •, 

My  fpirit  created  anew, 

My  flefli  be  confign'd  to  the  tomb ! 

HYMN     341,        Another. 

1  TTossanna  to  Jesus  on  high  ! 
-*-*■  Another  has  enter'd  his  reft  ; 
Another  has  'fcap'd  to  the  fky, 

Andlodg'd  in  Immanuel's  breaft: 
The  foul  of  our  brother  is  gone 

To  heighten  the  triumph  above  \ 
Exalted  to  Jesus's  throne  ! 

Exalted  by  Jesus's  love! 

2  How  happy  the  angels  that  fall 

Tranfported  at  Jesus's  name ! 
The  faints,  whom  he  fooneft  fhall  call, 

To  Ihare  in  the  feaft  of  the  Lamb  ! 
No  longer  imprifon'd  in  clay, 

Who  next  from  this  dungeon  fhall  fly? 
Who  firft  fhall  be  fummon'd  away  2 

My  merciful  God  ! — Is  it  I  ? 

3  Q  Jesus,  if  this  be  thy  will, 

That  fuddenly  I  fhould  depart, 
Thy  counfel  of  mercy  reveal, 

And  whifper  the  call  to.  my  heart ; 
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O  give  me  a  fignal  to  know 

If  foon  thou  wou'd'ft  have  me  remove, 
And  leave  the  dull  body  below, 

And  fly  to  the  regions  of  love, 


HYMN     342^ 
On  the  death  of  a  young  person* 

1  "\X7hen  blooming  youth  is  fnatchM 

^  *  away 

By  death's  refiftlefs  hand, 
Our  hearts  the  mournful  tribute  pay 
Which  pity  muft  demand, 

2  While  pity  prompts  the  riling  fighr 

O  may  this  truth,  impreft 
With  awful  pow'r — I  too  muft  die—  * 
Sink  deep  in  ev'ry  breaft. 

3  Let  this  vain  world  engage  no  more^ 

Behold  the  gaping  tomb  ! 
It  bids  us  feize  the  prefent  hour, 
To-morrow  death  may  come. 

4.  The  voice  of  this  alarming  fcene, 
May  ev'ry  heart  obey  •, 
Nor  be  the  heav'nly  warning  vaiiu 
Which  calls  to  watch  and  pray,. 
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5  O  let  us  fly,  to  Jesus  fly, 

Whofe  pow'rf  ul  arm  can  fave ; 
Then  fhall  our  hopes  afcend  on  high, 
And  triumph  o'er  the  grave. 

6  Great  God,  thy  fov'reign  grace  impart, 

With  cleanfing,  healing  power  j 
This  only  can  prepare  the  heart 
For  death's  furprifing  hour. 

HYMN     343. 

Remembering  our  latter  end, 

1  KJow  in  the  -heat  of  youthful  blood, 
-^    Remember  your  Creator,  God  j 
Behold,  the  months  come  haft'ning  on, 
When  you  fhall  fay,  My  joys  are  gone. 

2  Behold,  the  aged  fin ner  goes, 
Laden  with  guilt  and  heavy  woes, 
Down  to  the  regions  of  the  dead 
With  endlefs  curfes  on  his  head. 

3  The  duft  returns  to  dull  again  ; 
The  foul  in  agonies  of  pain 
Afcends  to  God  \  not  there  to  dwell, 
But  hears  her  doom  and  finks  to  hell. 

4  Eternal  King  !   I  fear  thy  name ; 
Teach  me  to  know  how  frail  I  am  5 
And  wh^n  my  foul  muix  hence  remove, 
Give  me  a  fnarifion  in  thy  love. 
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HYMN     344.. 
Another, 

1  A  nd  let  this  feeble  body  fail, 
-^**  And  let  it  faint  or  die  : 

My  foul  fhall  quit  the  mournful  vale, 
And  foar  to  worlds  on  high  : 

Shall  join  the  difembody'd  faints, 
And  find  its  long-fought  reft, 

That  only  bills  for  which  it  pants, 
In  the  Re  Werner's  bread.' 

2  In  hope  of  that  immortal  crown, 

I  now  the  crofs  iuftain, 
And  gladly  wander  up  and  down, 

And  fmile  at  toil  and  pain  : 
1  fufter  on  my  threefcore  years, 

Till  my  deliv'rer  come, 
And  wipe  away,  his  fervant's  tears,, 

And  take  his  exile  home. 

3  O  what  hath  Jesus  bought  for  me  \ 

Before  my  ravifh'd  eyes    • 
Rivers  of  .life  div'ne  I  fee, 

And  trees  of  ^Paradife  : 
I  fee  a  world  of  fpirits  bright, 

Who  tafte  the  pleafures  there  ; 
They  all  are  rob'd  in  fpotlefs  white, 

And  conqu'ring  palms  they  bea*. 
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4  O  what  are  all  my  fufPrings  here, 
If,  Lord*  thou  count  me  meet, 
With  that  enraptured  hoft  t'  appear* 

And  worfhip  at  thy  feet ! 
Give  joy  or  grief,  give  eafe  or  pain* 

Take  life  and  friends  away  ! 
But  let  me  find  them  all  again 
In  that  eternal  day  ! 

HYMN    £45. 
Life  and  eternity.. 

j  'T'hee  we  adore,  eternal  Name  $ 

-*      And  humbly  own  to  thee 

How  feeble  is  our  mortal  framey 

What  dying  worms  we  be  ! 

a  Our  wafting  lives  grow  fhorter  ftill* 
As  months  and  days  increafe, 
And  ev'ry  beating  pulfe  we  tell, 
Leaves  one  the  number  lefs. 

3  The  year  rolls  round,  and  fteals  away 

The  breath  that  firft  it  gave  ; 
Whate'er  we  do,  where'er  we  be,( 
We're  traveling  to  the  grave.. 

4  Dangers  ftand  thick  thro'  all  the  ground 

To  pufh  us  to  the  tomb  ^ 
And  fierce  difeafes  wait  around^, 
To  hurry  mortals  home*. 
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5  Great  God  !  on  what  a  flender  thread 

Hang  everlafting  things  \ 
Th*  eternal  ftates  of  all  the  dead 
Upon  life's  feeble  firings. 

6  Infinite  joy,  or  endlefs  woe 

Attend  on  ev'ry  breath  ; 
And  yet  how  unconcern'd  we  go 
Upon  the  brink  of  death. 

y  Waken,  O  Lord,  our  drowfy  fenfe. 
To  walk  this  dang'rous  road  : 
And  if  our  fouls  are  hurry'd  hence? 
May  they  be  found  with  God* 

HYMN    346. 

Death  and  glor  y.. 

X  TV/T  Y  foul,  come  meditate  the  day, 
-***-*■   And  think  how  near  it  Hands, 
When  thou  mull  quit  this  houfe  of  clay^ 
And  fly  to  unknown  lands. 

2  And  you,  mine  eyes,  look  down  and  view 

The  hollow  gaping  tomb  ; 
This  gloomy  prifon  waits  for  you, 
Whene'er  the  fummons  come. 

3  O  !  could  we  die  with  thofe  that  die3 

And  place  us  in  their  ftead; 
Then  would  our  fpirits  learn  to  fly* 
And  converfe  with  the  dead* 
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4  Then  fhou'd  we  fee  the  faints  above- 

In  their  own  glorious  forms,. 
And  wonder  why  our  fouls  fhou'd  love 
To  dwell  with  mortal  worms. 

5  Howlhould  we  fcorn  thefe  clothes  of  ftelh, 

Thefe  fetters,  and  this  load  -, 
And  long  for  ev'ningto  undrefs, 
That  we  may  reft  with  God. 

6  We  fhou'd  almofl  forfake  our  clay,. 

Before  the  fummons  come, 
And  pray,  and  wifh  our  fouls  away 
To  their  eternal  home. 


H  Y  M  N     247*        A  n  o  t  h  e  r; 

i   TN  a  world  of  fin  and  forrow^ 

-**    Compafs'd  round  with  many  a  care, 
From  eternity  we  borrow 

Hope,  that  can  exclude  defpair : 
Thee,  triumphant  God  and  Saviour  ! 

In  the  glafs  of  faith  we  fee ; 
O  affifleach  faint  endeavour  y 
Raife  our  earth-bprn  fouls  to  theej 

2  Place  that  awful  fcene  before  us, 
Of  the  laft  tremendous  day ; 
When  to  life  thou  fhalt  reftore  us, 
Lingering  ages,  hafte  away  ! 
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Then  this  vile  and  finful  nature 

Incorruption  fhall  put  on  ; 
Life  renewing,  glorious  Saviour  \ 

Let  thy  gracious  will  be  done. 

HYMN     348- 
On  the  death  of  a  believer; 


1  JX'is  nnifh'd,  'tis  done  ! 

The  fpirit  is  fled, 
The  pris'ner  is  gone, 

The  chriftian  is  dead  : 
The  chriftian  is  living 

Thro'  Jesus  his  lave, 
And  gfedly  receiving 

A  kingdom  above. 

2  All  honour  and  praife 

Is  Jesus's  due  -% 
Supported  by  grace, 

He  fought  his  way  thro'  1 
Triumphantly  glorious, 

Thro'  Jesus's  zeal, 
And  more  than  victorious 

O'er  fin,  death  and  hell. 

3  Then  let  us  record 

The  conquering  name, 
Our  Captain  and  Lord 
Wkh  fhoutings  proclaim 


330         HYMN    349. 

Who  truft  in  his  pafiion, 

And  follow  our  Head, 
To  certain  falvation 

Weallfhallbeled. 

4  O  Jesus,  lead  on 

Thy  militant  care, 
And  give  us  the  crown 

Of  righteoufnefs  there : 
Where  dazzled  with  glory 

The  feraphim  gaze, 
Or  proftrate  adore  thee 

In  filence  of  praife. 

5  Come,  Lord,  and  difplay 

Thy  fign  in  the  fky, 
And  bear  us  away 

To  manfions  on  high  : 
The  kingdom  be  giv'n, 

The  purchafe  divine, 
And  crown  us  in  heav'n 

Eternally  thine. 

HYMN     349 

The  second  coming  of  Christ. 

i   TLT  e  comes !  he  comes  t  the  Judge  fevere, 
•*  ^Thefeventh  trumpet  fpeaks  him  near; 
His  lightnings  flaih,  his  thunders  roll, 
He's  welcome  to  the  faithful  foul  -9 
Welcome,  welcome,  welcome,  welcome* 
Welcome  to  the  faithful  fouL 
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From  heav'n  angelic  voices  found, 
See  th*  almighty  Jesus  crown'd ! 
Girt  with  omnipotence  and  grace, 
And  glory  decks  the  Saviour's  face ; 
Glory,  glory,  glory,  glory, 

Glory  decks  the  Saviour's  face. 

Defcending  on  his  azure  throne, 
He  claims  the  kingdoms  as  his  own  ; 
The  kingdoms  all  obey  his  word, 
And  hail  him  their  triumphant  Lord  •, 
Hail  him,  hail  him,  hail  him,  hail  him^ 
Hail  him  their  triumphant  Lord. 

Shout  all  the  people  of  the  fky, 
And  all  the  faints  of  themoft  High  : 
Our  God,  who  now  his  right  obtains, 
For  ever,  and  for  ever  reigns, 
Ever,  ever,  ever,  ever, 
Ever,  and  for  ever  reigns. 

;  The  Father  praife,  the  Son  adore, 
The  Spirit  blefs  for  evermore  : 
Salvation's  glorious  work  is  done, 
We  welcome  the  great  Three  in  One  •, 
Welcome,  welcome,  welcome,  welcome^ 
Welcome  the  great  Three  in  One, 
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HYMN     350 
Judgment. 

T  O  I  he  cometh,  countlefs  trumpets 
*~*  Blow  before  the  bloody  fign  ; 
'Midft  ten  thoufand  faints  and  angels, 

See  the  Crucified  fhine. 

Hallelujah  !  hallelujah  !  hallelujah ?. 

Welcome,  welcome,  bleeding  Lamb  \ 

Now  his  merit  by  the  harpers 

Thro5  th5  eternal  deep  refounds  y 
Now  refplendent  fliine  his  nail-prints, 
Ev'ry  eye  fhall  fee  his  wounds  : 

They  who  pierc'd  him,  they  who 
pierc'd  him,  they  whopierc'd  him, 
Shall  at  his  appearance  w&ih 

Ev'ry  ifland,  lea,  and  mountain, 

Heav'n  and. earth  fhall  flee  away; 
All  who  hate  him,  rriuft,  afhamed, 
Hear  the  trump  proclaim  the  day  : 
Come  to  judgment,  come  to  judg- 
ment come  to  judgment, 
Stand  before  the  Son  of  man. 

Saints  who  love  him,  view  his  glory, 

Shining  in  his  bruifed  face, 
His  dear  perfon  on  the  rainbow, 
Now  his  peoples  head  fhall  raife  : 
Happy  mourners,  happy  mourners, 
happy  mourners, 
Lo  !  in  clouds,  he  comes,  he  comes ! 
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Now  redemption,  long  expe&ed, 
See  in  folemn  pomp  appear  -9 

All  his  people,  once  rejected, 
Now  fhall  meet  him  in  the  air : 

Hallelujah  !  hallelujah  !  halleUijah! 
Now  the  promis'd  kingdom's  come. 

View  him  fmiiing,  now  determin'd 

Ev*ry  evil  to  deftroy  ; 
All  the  nations  now  fhall  fing  him 
Songs  of  everlaftingjoy : 

O  come  quickly,  O  come  quickly, 
O  come  quickly, 
Hallelujah  !  come,  Lord,  come. 

HYMN     351* 

The    last    judg  m  e  n  t. 


L 


O !  He  comes  with  clouds  d&fce'nding. 

Once  forfavour'd  finners  (lain  ! 
Thoufand  thoufand  faints-attending,   ' 
Swell  the  triumph  of  his  train  : 
Hallelujah! 
Hallelujah  !  Amen. 

Ev'ry  eye  fhall  now  behold  mm, 

Rob'd  in  dreadful  majefty  ; 
Thofe  who  fet  at  nought  and  fold  him, 
Pierc'd  and  naiPd  him  to  the  tree, 
Deeply  wailing, 
Shall  the  true  Missiah  fee. 
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3  Ev'ry  I  Hand,  fea,  and  mountain,' 

Heav'n  and  earth  fhall  flee  away  ; 
All  who  hate  him,  muft  confounded 
Hear  the  trump  proclaim  the  day ; 

Come  to  j  udgment ! 
Come  to  judgment !  come  away ! 

4  Now  Redemption,  long  expe&ed, 

See !  in  folemn  pomp  appear ! 
All  his  faints  by  man  rejedted, 
Now  fhall  meet  him  in  the  air  ! 

Hallelujah ! 
See  the  day  of  God  appear  ! 

5  Anfwer  thine  own  Bride  and  Spirit 

Haften,  Lord,  the  general  doom  ! 
The  new  heav'n  and  earth  t'  inherit, 
Take  thy  pining  exiles  home : 

All  creation 
Travails,  groans,  and  bids  Thee  comd 

6  Yea!  AmeiyTT^t  all  adore  Thee, 

High  on  thine  eternal  Throne ! 
Saviour,  take  the  pow'r  and  glory : 

Claim  the  kingdom  for  thine  own  ! 
O  come  quickly, 
Hallelujah  !  come,  Lord,  come  f 
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HYMN     352> 
The  Jubilee. 

i   T2low  ye  the  trumpet,  blow, 
-*-*  The  gladly  folemn  found 
Let  all  the  nations  know, 
To  earth's  remoteft  bound, 
The  year  of  Jubilee  is  come  •, 
Return,  ye  ranfom'd  finners,  home, 

i  Exalt  the  Son  of  Goo, 
The  all-atoning  Lamb ; 
Redemption  in  his  blood 
To  all  the  world  proclaim  : 
The  year  of  Jubilee  is  come, 
Return,  ye  ranfom'd  finners,  home/ 

5  Ye,  who  have  fold  for  nought 

Your  heritage  above ; 

Come,  take  it  back  unbought, 

The  gift  of  Jesu's  love  : 
The  year  of  Jubilee  is  come, 
Return,  ye  ranfom'd  finners,  home. 

4  The  gofpel-trumpet  founds  •, 
Let  all  the  nations  hear, 
And  earth's  remoteft  bounds 
Before  the  throne  appear k. 
The  year  of  Jubilee  is  come, 
Return,  ye  ranfom'd  finners,  home, 
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i  T  Afk'd  the  Lord  that  I  might  grow 
-*  In  faith  and  love,  and  ev'ry  grace ; 
Might  more  of  his  falvation  know, 
And  feek  more  earneftly  his  face. 

2  'Twas  he  who  taught  me  thus  to  pray  • 
And  he,  I  truit,  has  anfwer'd  pray'r ; 
But  it  has  been  in  fuch  a  way 

As  almoft  drove  me  to  defpair. 

3  I  hop'd  that  in  fome  favoured  hour, 
At  once,  he'd  grant  me  my  requeft, 
And  by  his  love's  conft  raining  pow'r 
Subdue  my  fins,  and  give  me  reft. 

4  Inftead  of  this,  he  "made  me- feel 
The  hidden  evils  of  my  heart, 
And  let  the  angry  pow'rs  .jof  hell 
Affault  my  foul  in* ev'ry  part. 

5  Yea  more,  with  his  own  hand  he  feem'd 
Intent  to  aggravate  my  woe, 

Crofs'4  all  the  fair- defign's  I  fchem'd, 
Blafted  my  gourds,  and  laid  me  low. 

6  Lord  !  'why  is  this  ?  I  trembling  cry'd  : 
Wilt  thou  purfue  thy.  worm  to  death  ? 
'Tis  in  this  way,  the  Lord  reply'd, 

I  anfwer  pray'r  for  grace  and  faith. 

3  7  Thefe 
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Thefe  inward  trials  I  employ 
From  felf  and  pride  to  fee  thee  free, 
And  break  thy  fchemes  of  worldly  joy> 
That  thou  may'st  feek  thy  all  in  me. 


■j 
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Joy  in  the  Lord. 


oy  is  a  fruit  that  will  not  grow 
In  nature's  barren  foil : 


All  we  can  boaft  till  Christ  we  know., 
Is  vanity  and  toil. 

1  But  when  the  Lord  has  planted  grace, 
And  made  his  glories  known, 
There  fruits  of  heav'nly  joy  and  peace 
Are  found,  and  there  alone. 

3  A  bleeding  Saviour  feen  by  faith, 

A  fenfe  of  pard'ning  love  ; 
A  hope  that  triumphs  over  death, 
Give  joys  like  thofe  above. 

4  To  take  a  glimpfe  within  the  vail3 

To  know  that  God  is  mine, 
Are  fprings  of  joy  that  never  fail, 
Unfpeakable,  divine. 

5  Thefe  are  the  joys  that  fatisfy, 

And  fan&ify  the  mind ; 
That  make  the  Spirit  mount  on  high, 
And  leave  the  world  behind. 
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6  No  more,  believers,  mourn  your  lot ; 
But  if  you  are  the  Lord's, 
Refign  to  them  who  know  him  not 
Such  joys  as  earth  affords. 

HYMN    35J. 

Saturday  evening. 


C  afely  thro'  another  week 

^  God  has  brought  us  on  our  way, 

Let  us  now  a  blefling  feek 

On  th5  approaching  fabbath-day  : 
Day  of  all  the  week  the  beft, 
Emblem  of  eternal  reft. 


2  Mercies  multiply'd  each  hour 

Thro*  the  week  our  praife  demand  ^ 
Guarded  by  almighty  pow'r, 

Fed  and  guarded  by  his  hand  : 
Tho'  ungrateful  we  have  been, 
Only  made  returns  of  fin. 

3  While  we  pray  for  pard'ning  grace 

In  the  dear  Redeemer's  name, 
Show  thy  reconciled  face, 

Shine  away  our  fin  and  fhame  : 
From  our  worldly  cares  fet  free, 
May  we  reft  this  night  with  thee. 
3 
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4  "When  the  morn  fliall  bid  us  raife, 
May  we  feel  thy  prefence  near, 

May  thy  glory  meet  our  eyes, 
When  we  in  thy  houfe  appear  •, 

There  afford  us,  Lord,  a  tafte 

Of  our  everlafting  feaft. 


*o 


May  the  gofpel's  joyful  found 
Conquer  finners,  comfort  faints, 

Make  the  fruits  of  grace  abound, 
Bring  relief  for  all  our  wants : 

Thus  let  all  our  fabbaths  prove, 

Till  we  join  the  church  above. 

HYMN     356. 

T'H  E    BARREN    FI  G-T  REE, 


i  'TThe  church  a  garden  is 

In  which  believers  fland, 
Like  ornamental  trees 

Planted  by  God's  own  hand 
His  Spirit  waters  all  their  roots, 
And  ev'ry  branch  abounds  with  fruits. 

2  But  other  trees  there  are 
In  this  inclofure  grow, 
Which  tho'  they  promife  fair, 
Have  only  leaves  to  fhow ; 
No  fruits  of  grace  are  on  them  found, 
They  are  but  cumb'rers  of  the  ground* 
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3  The  under-gard'ner  grieves, 

In  vain  his  ftrength  he  fpends, 
For  heaps  of  ufelefs  leaves 

Afford  him  fmall  amends : 
He  hears  the  Lord  his  will  make  known, 
To  cut  the  barren  fig-tree  down* 

4  How  difficult  his  poft ! 

What  pangs  his  bowels  move  ! 
To  find  his  wifhes  croft, 
His  efforts  ufelefs  prove  : 
His  laft  relief  is  earneft  pray'r, 
Lord  fpare  them  yet  another  year. 

5  Spare  them,  and  let  me  try 

What  further  means  may  doj 
I'll  frefh.  manure  apply, 

My  digging  I'll  renew  : 
Who  knows,  but  yet  they  fruit  may  yield* 
If  not-^'tis  juit  they  muff  be  fell'd. 

6  If  under  means  of  grace 

No  means  of  grace  appear, 
It  is  a  dreadful  cafe, 

Tho'  God  may  long  forbear  ; 
At  length  he'll  flrike  the  threat'ned  blow* 
And  lay  the  barren  fig-tree  low 
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HYMN    357. 

The   burde  n'd     si  nne  r. 

A  H  !  what  can  I  do, 
^~*-     Or  how  be  fecure, 
If  juftice  perfue, 

What  heart  can  endure  ? 
When  God  fpeaks  in  thunder, 

And  makes  himfelf  known, 
The  heart  breaks  afunder, 

Tho*  harder  than  ftone  ? 

With  terror  I  read 

My  fins   heavy  fcore, 
Their  number  exceeds 

The  fands  on  the   fhore. 
Guilt  makes  me  unable 

To  fland  or  to  flee  •, 
So   Cain  murder'd  Abel, 

And  trembled  like  mer 

Each  fin,  like  his  blood, 

With  terrible  cry 
Calls  loud  upon  God, 

To  ftrike  from  on  high. 
Nor  can  my  repentance, 

Extorted  by  fear, 
Reverfe  the  jult  fentence 

'Tis  juft,  tho'  fevere. 

<^3 
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4  The  <:afe  is  too  plain, 

I  have  my  own  choice, 
.Again  and  again, 

I  flighted  his  voice. 
His  warnings  neglected, 

His  patience  abus'd, 
His  goipel  rejefted, 

His  mercy  refus'd. 

5  And  muft  I  then  go 

For  ever  to  dwell 
In  misery  and  wo 

With  devils  in  hell ! 
O  where  is  the  Saviour 

I  fcorn'd  in  time  paft? 
His  word  in  my  favour 

Would  fave  me  at  la  ft, 

6  Lord  Jesus  !  on  thee 

I  venture  to  call, 
O  look  upon  me 

The  vileft  of  all : 
For  whom  didft  thou  languifh 

And  bleed  on  the  tree  ? 
O  pity  my  anguilh, 

Aad  fay,  "  'twas  for  thee. 

7  A  caufe  fuch  as  mine 

Will  honour  thy  pow'r, 
All  hell  will  repine, 
All  lieav'n  will  adore* 


i* 


HYMN    358.  343 

If  in  condemnation 

Strid  juftice  takes  place, 
It  fhines  in  falvation, 

More  glorious  thro*  grace. 

HYMN     358.        Heaven, 

i  'T1  he  re  is  a  land  of  living  joy, 
Beyond  the  utmoft  fkies, 
Where  fcenes  of  blifs  without  alloy^ 
In  boundlefs  profpe&s  rife. 

2  Higlvfeated  on  a  blazing  throne 

Th'  eternal  God  appears, 
Puts  all  his  fmiling  glories  on, 
And  awes  at  once,  and  cheers. 

3  The  flaughter'd  Lamb  at  his  right  hand. 

Afllimes  his  royal  feat, 
Adoring  angels  round  him  (land, 
His  miniilers  of  ftate. 

4  Each  breaft  with  ftrong  devotion  glows, 

Love  ev'ry  heart  infpires, 
While  God's  own  Spirit  gentljr  blows,. 
And  fans  thefe  holy  fires. 

5  In  ftrains  celeftial,  ev'ry  torrgue 

Shall  God's  high  praife  proclaim : 
And  all  in  concert  join  the  fong 
Of  Mofes  and  the  Lamb.. 

<^4- 
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6  The  hallelujahs  once  begun, 

No  paufe  or  end  fhall  know  j 
But  joy  and  harmony  in  one 
Perpetual  tranfport  flow. 

7  A  conftant  bloom  in  ev'ry  face, 

Shall  age  and  death  defy; 
And  fin  and  hell  far  from  the  place 
In  wild  confufion  fly. 

HYMN     359. 

A    PROSPECT    OF    THE    RESURRECTION, 

i   TLJow  long  fhall  Death  the  tyrant  reign, 

-*"  -■■  And  triumph  o'er  the  juft  ; 
While  the  rich  blood  of  martyrs  flain 
Lies  mingled  with  the  duft  ? 

2  Lo,  I  behold  the  fcatter'd  fhades, 

The  dawn  of  heav'n  appears, 
The  fweet  immortal  morning  ip reads 
Its  blufhes  round  the  fpheres. 

3  I  fee  the  Lord  of  glory  come, 

And  flaming  guards  around, 
The  fkies  divide  to  make  him  room, 
The  trumpet  fhakes  the  ground. 

4  I  hear  the  voice,  a  Ye  dead  arise  ;m 

And  lo,  the  graves  obey  ; 
And  waking  faints  with  joyful  eyes 
Salute  th5  expe&ed  day. 
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5  They  leave  the  duft,  and  on  the  wing 

Rife  to  the  mid-way  air, 
In  fhining  garments  meet  their  King, 
And  low  adore  him  there, 

6  O  may  our  humble  fpirits  ftand 

Among  them  cloth'd  in  white  ! 
The  meaneft  place  at  his  right  hand 
Is  infinite  delight. 

7  How  will  our  joy  and  wonder  rife. 

When  our  returning  King 
Shall  bear  us  homeward  thro'  thefkies* 
On  love's  triumphant  wing ! 


HYMN     360. 

The    Joys    of    heaven-. 

/^  o  me,  Lord,  and  warm  each  languid 
^  heart,. 

Infpire  each  lifelefs  tongue  ; 
And  let  the  joys  of  heaven  impart 

Their  influence  to  our  fong. 


Then  to  the  ihining  feats  of  blifs 
The  wings  of  faith  lhall  foar,. 

And  all  the  charms  of  paradile 
Our  raptur'd  thoughts  explore. 


0.5 
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3  Pleafures  unfully'd  flourifli  there, 

Beyond  the  reach  of  time  ; 
Not  blooming  Eden  fmil'd  fo  fair 
In  all  her  flowVy  prime. 

4  Sorrow  and  pain,  and  ev'ry  care 

And  difcord  their  fhall  ceafe  ; 
And  perfedt  joy  and  love  fincere 
Adorn  the  realms  of  peace, 

5  The  foul,  from  fin  for  ever  free,. 

Shall  mourn  its  pow'r  no  more ; 
But  cloth'd  in  fpotleis  purity, 
"Redeeming  love  adore. 

6  There  fhall  the  followers  of  the  Lamb- 

Join  in  immortal  fongs  ;• 
And  endlefs  honours  to  his  name 
Employ  their  tuneful  tongues. 

7  Lord,. tune  our  hearts  to  praife  &  love 

Our  feeble  notes  infpire  •, 
Till  in  thy  blifsful  courts  abovfr 
We  join'th'  angelic  choir. 

HYMN     361. 

The  happiness  of  being  with  Christ. 

1   TXThile  on  the  verge  of  life  I  ftand, 
*  *    And  view  the  fcene  on  either  hand, 
My  fpirit  ftruggles  with  my  clay, 
And  longs  to  wing  its  flight  away. 
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2  Where  Jesus  dwells  my  foul  wou'dbe; 
And  faints  my  much-lov'd  Lord  to  fee  •, 
Earth,  twine  no  more  about  my  heart, 
For  'tis  far  better  to  depart, 

3  Come,  ye  angelic  envoys,  come, 
And  lead  the  willing  pilgrim  home  •, 
Ye  know  the  way  to  Jesu's  throne, 
Source  of  my  joys,  and  of  your  own, 

4  That  blifsful  interview,  how  fweet  ! 
To  fall  tranlported  at  his  feet  ! 
Raised  in  his  arms,  to  view  his  face, 
Thro'  the  full  beamings  of  his  grace  ! 

5  As  with  a  Seraph's  voice  to  fing  ! 
To  fly  as  on  a  Cherub's  wing  ! 
Performing  with  unweary'd  hands 
The  prefent  Saviour's  high  commands, 

6  Yet  with  thefe  profpefts  full  in  fight, 
We'll  wait  thy  fignal  for  the  flight  \ 
For  while  thy  fervice  we  purfue, 
We  find  a  heaven  begun  below,. 


T&' 
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UVATION  APPROACHING.       ROM.  Xlii.  II, 

1    A  WAFCE>  ye  feint?v  and  lift  your  eyes 
*       And  raife  your  voices  high, 
Awake,  and  praife  that  fov'reign  love 
That  fhews  falvation  nigh. 
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2  On  all  the  wings  of  time  it  flies  ; 

Each  moment  brings  it  near  ; 
Then  welcome  each  declining  day, 
And  each  revolving  year. 

3  Not  many  years  their  round  fhall  run, 

Nor  many  mornings  rife, 
Ere  all  its  glories  ftand  reveal'd 
To  our  admiring  eyes. 

4  Ye  wheels  of  nature,  fpeed  your  courfe  $ 

Ye  mortal  powers,  decay ; 
Fail:  as  ye  bring  the  night  of  death, 
Ye  bring  eternal  day. 

HYMN     363. 

The  prospect  of  heaven  makes 
death  easy. 

1  r  I  'here  is  a  land  of  pure  delight, 

-*•    Where  faints  immortal  reign  -> 
Infinite  day  excludes  the  night, 
And  pleafures  banifh  pain. 

2  There  cveriafting  fpring  abides, 

And  never-fading  flowers  ; 
Death,  like  a  narrow  fea,  divides 
This  heavenly  land  from  ours. 

3  Sweet  fields  beyond  the  fwelling  flood 

Stand  drefs'd  in  living  green  ; 
So  to  the  Jews  old  Canaan  flood, 
While  Jordan  roll'd  between. 
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4  But  fearful  mortals  ftart  and  fhrink 

To  crofs  this  narrow  fea  -, 
And  linger,  fhiv'ring  on  the  brink, 
And  fear  to  lanch  away. 

5  O  !  cou'd  we  make  our  doubts  remove, 

Thofe  gloomy  doubts  that  rife, 
And  fee  the  Canaan  that  we  love 
With  unbeclouded  eyes ! 

6  Cou'd  we  but  climb  where  Mofes  flood, 

And  view  the  landfkip  o'er, 
Not  Jordan's  ftreams,   nor  death's  cold 

flood 
Shou'd  fright  us  from  the  fhore. 

HYMN     364. 
The  Passing  Bell. 

1  /^\ft  as  the  bell  with  folemn  toll 
^^   Speaks  the  departure  of  a  foul, 
Let  each  one  afk  himfelf,  Am  I 
Prepar'd,  fhould  I  be  call'd  to  die  ? 

2  Only  this  frail  and  fleeting  breath 
Preserves  me  from  the  jaws  of  death  ; 
Soon  as  it  fails,  at  once  Pm  gone, 
And  plung'd  into  a  world  unknown. 

3  Then  leaving  all  I  love  below, 
To  God's  tribunal  I  mull  go  -, 

Muft  hear  the  Judge  pronounce  my  fate, 
And  fix  my  everlafting  (late. 
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4  But  could  I  bear  to  hear  him  fayr 
"  Depart,  accursed,  far  away  ; 
With  devils  in  the  loweft  hell 
Thou  art  forever  doom'd  to  dwell." 

5  Lord  Jesus  \  help  me  now  to  flee, 
And  feek  my  hope  alone  in  thee  ; 
Apply  thy  blood,  thy  Spirit  give, 
Subdue  my  fins,  and  in  me  live. 

6  Then  when  the  folemn  bell  I  hear, 
If  fav'd  from  guilt,.  I  need  not  fear : 
Nor  would  the  thought  diftreffing  be* 
Perhaps  it  next  may  toll  for  me. 

7  Rather  my  fpirit  would  rejoice, 
And  wait  impatient  for  thy  voice  \ 
Glad  when  it  bids  me  earth  refign, 
Secure  of  heaven,  if  thou  art  mine., 

H  Y  M  N    365.. 

B  E  F  OR  E    S  E  R  M  ON. 

1  "TSoes  it  not  grief  and  wonder  move 
*-*  To  think  of  Ifrael's  dreadful  fall, 
"Who  needed  miracles  to  prove 
Whether  the  Lofjd  were  God,  or  Baal!: 

2  Me  thinks  I  fee.  Elijah  Hand, 

His  features  glow  with  love  and  zeal  •, 
In  faith  and  prayer  he  lifts  his  hand, 
And  makes  to  heav'n  his. great  appeal.. 
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2  "  O  God  !   if  I  thy  fervant  am, 
If  'tis  thy  meffage  tills  my  heart ; 
Now  glorify  thy  holy  name  : 
And  fhew  this  people  who  thou  art." 

4  He  fpoke,  and  lo,  a  fudden  flame 
Confum'd  the  wood,  the  duft,  the  ftone. 
The  people  ftruck,  at  once  proclaim, 

44  The  Lord  is  God,  the  Lord  alone.'5 

5  Like  him  we  mourn  an  awful  day, 
When  more  for  Baal  than  God  appear ; 
Like  him,  believers,  let  us  pray, 

And  may  the  God  of  Ifrael  hear. 

6  Lord  !   If  thy  fervant  fpeaks  thy  truth^ 
If  he  indeed  is  fent  by  thee  -9 

Confirm  the  word  to  all  our  youth, 
And  let  them  thy  falvation  fee. 

7  Now  may  thy  Spirit's  holy  fire 
Pierce  ev'ry  heart  that  hears  thy  word, 
Confume  each  hurtful  vain  defire, 
And  make  them  know  thou  art  the  Lord. 


HYMN     366. 
On  takfng  a  member  into  society. 

1   W/e  l  c  o  m  e,    thou  weH-befov'd"  of 
*  *  God, 

Thou  heir  of  grace,  redeemed  by  blood  -, 
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Welcome  with  us  thine  hand  to  join, 

As  partner  of  our  lot  divine  : 
Bleflings  abundant  from  above, 
Give  him,  we  pray,Thou  God  of  Love. 

2  With  us  the  pilgrim's  ftate  embrace  5 
We're  trav'lirig  to  a  blifsful  place, 
The  new  Jerufalem  above, 

The  radiant  throne,  the  feat  of  love. 
The  holy  Ghoft  that  knows  the  way, 
Conduft  thee  on  from  day  to  day  ! 

3  The  ftaff  of  promife  now  receive, 
Thy  weary  footfteps  to  relieve, 

The  chief  fupport  the  trav'ler  knows, 
Leaning  on  which  he  forward  goes. 
Thus  if  for  reft  thy  fpirits  call, 
Leaning  on  this  thou  can'ft  not  fall. 

4  With  peace,  with  ceafelefs  peace  be  fhod, 
The  ihoes  of  peace  receive  of  God  -, 
Thefe  keep  from  pain  the  pilgrim's  feet, 
And  make  the  rugged  way  feem  fweet. 

So  Sion's  paths  fhall  ever  prove 
The  paths  of  joy,  and  peace,  and  love. 

5  Thus  onward  move  with  upright  pace  ^ 
Stedfaft  purfue  the  gofpel-race  : 
Fill'd  with  the  pow'r  of  truth  divine, 
Prove  all  the  ftrength  of  Jesus  thine. 

CommifTion'd  angels  foon  fhall  come, 
And  waft  thee  to  thy  wifn'd-for  home. 
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HYMN    367. 
Upon  going  forth  to  preach. 

1  T^orth  in  thyftrength,  O  Lord,  we  go, 
-*-     Thy  gofpel  to  proclaim ; 

Thine  only  righteoufnefs  to  {hew, 
And  glorify  thy  name. 

2  Vouchfafe  thine  aid  to  fpeak  thy  word 

In  this  appointed  hour  ! 
Attend  it  with  thy  Spirit,  Lord, 
And  let  it  come  with  pow'r. ' 

3  Open  the  hearts  of  all  that  hear, 

To  make  their  Saviour  room  : 
Now  let  me  find  redemption  near, 
Let  faith  by  hearing  come. 

4  Give  them  to  hear  the  word  as  thine  i 

And  while  they  thus  receive, 
Prove  it  the  faving  pow'r  divine, 
To  finners  that  believe. 

HYMN     368. 

After  returning  from  preaching* 

1   /"^  lory  to  thee  our  Christ  be  giv'n, 
*jr   For  this  thy  gofpel  word, 
Thanks  for  the  news  reveal'd  from  heav'n; 
Salvation  from  the  Lord. 
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2  Glory  to  thy  great  name  alone, 

That  life  and  pow'r  imparts  -, 
Now,  Lord,  thy  gofpel-meflage  own. 
And  graft  it  on  their  hearts. 

3  Now  let  them  feel  the  tidings  true ; 

Grant  to  thy  word  fuccefs ; 
Water  it  with  thy  heav'nly  dew, 
And  give  the  wifh'd  increafe. 

4  Savour  of  life  !  O  let  it  prove, 

And  ihew  their  fins  forgiv'n  ! 
Give  them  that  faith  which  works  by  love, 
Which  fweetly  leads  to  heav'n. 

HYMN     3.69* 
Tot  he  Trinity. 

1  T   e  t  God  the  Father  live 
-*-*  For  ever  on  our  tongues, 

Sinners  from  his  free  love  derive 
The  ground  of  all  their  fongs* 

2  Ye  faints,  employ  your  breath 
In  honour  to  the  Son  •, 

Who  bought  your  fouls  from  hell  and 
death, 
By  off'ring  up  his  own. 

3  Give  to  the  Spirit  praife 
Of  an  immortal  ftrain  -, 

Whole  light  and  pow'r,  and  grace  conveys 
Salvation  down  to  men. 
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4  While  God  the  Comforter 
Reveals  our  pardon'd  fin, 

O  may  the  blood  and  water  bear 
The  fame  record  within  ! 

5  To  the  great  One  and  Three, 
That  feal  the  grace  in  heav'n, 

The  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit,  be 
Eternal  glory  giv'n. 

HYMN     370. 
At  meeting. 

T>  lest  by  Jesu's  providence, 
■*-*  Lo !  we  meet  again  in  peace  : 
May  we,  when  we  fly  from  hence, 
Meet  in  a  more  glorious  place  ! 

When  we  once  fhall  there  arrive, 

Ever  happy  we  fhall  reign  ; 
Ever  with  our  Saviour  live, 

'Midft  a  hoft  of  perfect  men. 

There  fhall  forrow  not  intrude, 

Grief  fhall  never  there  appear : 
Wafh'd  in  our  Redeemer's  blood, 
-  We  fhall  ftand,  made  free  from  fear. 

Come,  dear  fellows,  joyful,  come  •, 
Forward  boldly  let  us  prefs  ; 

Humbly  let  our  fouls  prefume, 
TruftinjESu's  righteoufnefs. 
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5  Pray  we  for  the  promis'd  hour, 

When  the  family  compleat, 
Borne  on  clouds,  and  girt  with  pow'r, 
In  the  houfe  above  fhall  meet. 

6  Mailer,  haften  on  thy  day  t 

Glorious  to  thy  judgment  come ! 
Call  thy  trav'ling  faints  away  ; 
Lord,  we  long  to  be  at  home. 

HYMN     371. 
At  parting. 

1  TJ  lest  be  the  dear  uniting  love, 
-*-*  That  will  not  let  us  part  5 
Our  bodies  may  far  off  remove, 

We  {till  are join'd  in  heart. 

2  Join'd  in  one  Spirit  to  our  Head, 

Where  he  appoints  we  go, 
And  Hill  in  Jesu's  footfteps  tread, 
And  do  his  work  below. 

3  O  let  us  ever  walk  in  him, 

And  nothing  know  befide  •, 
Nothing  defire,  nothing  efteem, 
But  Jesus  crucify'd. 

4  Clofer  and  clofer  let  us  cleave 

To  his  belov'd  embrace, 
Expe6l  his  fulnefs  to  receive, 
And  grace  to  anfwer  grace. 
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5  Thus  let  us-haften  to  the  day 
Which  fhall  our  flefh  reftore, 
When  death  fhall  all  be  done  away,, 
And  bodies  part  no  more. 

HYMN     372- 
For  ministers  at  meeting* 

i  TXTelcome,  welcome,  blefled  fervant, 
v  *     Meflenger  of  Jesu's  grace  ! 
O  how  beautiful  the  feet  of 
Him  that  brings  good  news  of  peace  ! 
All  hail,  herald,  &c. 
Prieft  of  God,  thy  people's  joy. 

2  Saviour  blefs  his  meffage  to  us, 

Give  us  hearts  to  hear  the  found 
Of  redemption,  dearly  purchased 
By  thy  death  and  precious  wound. 
O  reveal  it,  &c. 
To  our  poor  and  helplefs  foiil9* 

3  Give  reward  of  grace  and  glory, 

To  thy  faithful  labourer  dear, 
Let  the  incenfe  of  our  hearts  be 
Offer'd  up  in  faith  and  prayer. 
Blefs,  O  blefs  him,  &c. 
Now,  henceforth,  for  evermore. 
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HYMN     373. 
For    ministers    at    parting. 

1  TXTiTHallthy  pow'r,  O  Lord,  defend 

^  *    Him  whom  we  now  to  Thee  com- 
mend ; 
Our  faithful  minifter  fecure, 
And  make  him  to  the  end  endure, 

2  Gird  him  with  all-fufficient  grace ; 
Give  to  his  footfteps  paths  of  peace  ; 
Thy  truth  and  faithfulnefs  fulfil  ^ 
Preierve  him,  Lord,  from  ev'ry  ill. 

3  Before  his  face  protection  fend ; 
O  love  him,  fave  him  to  the  end  : 
Nor  let  him  as  thy  pilgrim  rove, 
Without  the  convoy  of  thy  love. 

4  Enlarge,  enflame,  and  fill  his  heart ; 
In  him  thy  mighty  power  exert ; 
That  thoufands  yet  unborn  may  praife 
The  wonders  of  redeeming  grace. 

HYMN     374.       Diss  mission. 

1    r  or  d,  difmifs  us  with  .thy  bleffing  ; 
•*-"'  Fill  our  hearts  with  joy  and  peace  ; 
-Let  us  each,  thy  love  pofTeffing, 
Triumph  in  redeeming  grace  : 

O  refreih  us,  &c. 
Trav'ling  thro5  this  wildernefs. 
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Thanks  we  give  and  adoration 
For  thy  gofpel's  joyful  found  : 

May  the  fruits  of  thy  falvation 
In  our  hearts  and  lives  abound  ! 

Ever  faithful,  &c. 
To  the  truth  may  we  be  found ! 

So  whene'er  the  fignal's  given 
Us  from  earth  to  call  away, 

Borne  on  Angel's  wing  to  heaven^ 
Glad  the  fummons  to  obey, 

May  we  ever,  &c. 
Reign  with  Christ  in  endlefs  day  ! 
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DOXOLOGIES. 

I. 

'TD  Father,  Sont,  and  Holy  Ghost* 
A      Thanks,  praife,  and  glory  be  ; 
As  was,  and  is,  and  lhall  be  ftill 
To  all  eternity. 


n. 


To  God  in  perfons  Three, 
All  glory  be  therefore  ; 

As  in  beginning  was,  is  now, 
And  fliall  be  .evermore. 
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in. 

To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost  i 
Be  praife  amidftthe  heav'nly  hoft, 

And  in  the  church  below ; 
From  whom  all  creatures  drew  their  bread; 
By  whom  redemption  blefs'd  the  earth, 
'  From  whom  all  comforts  flow. 

IV. 

Praife  God,  from  whom  all  blefllngs  flowj 
Praife  him,  all  creatures  here  below  $ 
Praife  him  above,  ye  heav'nly  hoft  \ 
Praife  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  GHOSTi 

V. 

Sing  we  to  our  God  above 
Praife  eternal  as  his  love  • 
Praife  him,  all  ye  heav'nly  hoft ; 
Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 


FINIS. 
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